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Disclaimer: 
The  views,  either  implied  or  expressed,  contained  within  this 
publication  are  not  necessarily  the  views  of  the  administration 
or  staff  of  Northwestern  State  University,  nor  of  the  editorial 
staff  of  this  magazine. 


Heroes/ John  Rigler 

It  rained  yesterday.  Jesus  laid  open  the  watermelon  sky  with  his 
knife,  just  like  the  lightning  does  it. 

Today  the  sunshine  stole  back  the  rain,  the  dried  up  and  finished 
rind. 

Jesus  was  playing  in  the  fallen  leaves,  rolling  in  the  dust.  He  likes 
lurking  in  the  tall  grass,  just  for  fun. 

He  dove  into  the  ocean  and  cut  open  a  shark  with  his  knife.  In  its 
belly  was  a  license  plate,  it  said,  "enjoy  the  dream  state." 

Then  the  shark  turned  into  a  school  of  fancy-colored  fish  which 
swam  away. 

All  of  my  heroes  float  in  and  out  of  dream  and  rhythm.  I  close 
my  eyes  and  see  a  mosaic  sun  which  shines  a  billion  tiny  lights  within 
each  separate  soul.  Casual  sunbeams:  the  color  of  a  voice,  the  motion  of 
a  hand,  the  expression  of  a  sleeping  face. 

Why  can  angels  fly?  Because  they  are  dancing,  laughing  feathers. 
When  every  motion  is  an  angel  becoming  flesh,  heaven  lies  between  the 
eye  and  the  setting  sun. 

All  doing,  all  real  doing  that  moves  mountains  and  mixes  bloods, 
alludes  blunt  perception  and  forfeits  legal  credence  as  well  as  the  pea- 
cock shouts  of  sloppy  billboard  morality. 

And  what  about  Superman?  Shouldn't  he  be  a  hero  also?  But  he 
says  that  flying  isn't  safe  anymore,  he  rides  the  subway.  He  knows 
crime,  he  says,  knows  it  and  hates  it.  He  knows  criminals  too,  he  says  he 
isn't  going  to  fall  for  any  of  their  tricks.  He  says  he's  fallen  enough. 


(motorcycle)/Lwcw  Greaves 

My  math  teacher  rides  a  motorcycle. 

The  last  two  guys  I  slept  with  ride  motorcycles. 

The  song  on  the  radio  is  called  motorcycle. 

I  feel  defined  by  motorcycles. 

I  want  to  ride  a  fucking  dinosaur  of  two  wheels 

screeching  and  throwing  rocks  and  dust  and 
scrawling  equations  down  the  highway. 

Any  motorcycle  will  do.  I  want  to  hold  my  own  life 
thrusting  and  throbbing  between  my  thighs, 
not  someone  else's  music  sighing  in  my  ears, 
not  someone  else's  life  dying  on  my  belly. 


Underwater/Rene'  Van  Slate 

"It  wasn't't  your  fault.  It  was  an  accident/'  Liz  says. 

"I  know, "  I  say.  She  looks  at  me  over  the  cafeteria  table,  narrows  her 
eyes,  and  goes  back  to  Introduction  to  Psychology.  How  could  she  know 
what  I'm  looking  at?  It  annoys  me  that  she  knows  what  I'm  thinking.  I  grab 
my  tray  and  walk  to  the  trash  can  in  the  corner.  On  my  way  back  I  see  that 
a  group  of  guys  is  stopping  to  talk  to  Coach.  I  sit  down  and  when  I  see  that 
Liz  hasn't  moved,  I  stare  some  more.  Coach  is  laughing  as  he  slaps  Nick  on 
the  shoulder.  I  guess  Nick's  two  weeks  are  up  early.  I  can't  believe  that 
Coach  would  go  back  on  his  word.  He  never  has  since  I  met  him. 

I  opened  the  door  marked  "OFFICE"  and  stepped  into  a  hallway 
with  two  doors.  Both  were  locked.  I  made  sure  I  had  my  employment 
folder,  and  knocked  on  the  left  door.  It  was  opened  by  a  man  the  size  of  the 
doorframe  who  was  wearing  a  towel  and  sneakers  while  dripping  on  the 
carpet. 

"Is  this  the  Natatorium?"  I  asked. 

"Let  her  in,  Nick,"  a  voice  said  from  behind  him. 

When  the  obstacle  moved,  I  saw  several  other  dripping  people  in 
bathing  suits  all  wrapped  in  towels  surrounding  a  black  desk  that  took  up 
half  the  room.  Seated  behind  it,  in  a  high  leather  office  chair,  was  an  old 
man.  He  had  a  pompadour  like  Elvis  Presley7 s,  only  his  was  white  and  had 
two  humps  which  made  his  head  look  heart-shaped .  The  skin  of  his  face  and 
forearms  was  the  color  and  texture  of  an  old  flat  football.  His  eyes  were 
almost  hidden  by  wrinkles,  but  he  looked  at  me  without  expression  as  if  I 
had  to  prove  myself  worthy  of  standing  on  his  Astroturf.  I  smiled. 

"I'm  looking  for  Coach  Castille,"  I  said .  A  couple  of  kids  in  the  room 
smiled  and  turned  to  the  old  man. 

"I'm  Coach  Castille,"  the  old  man  said. 

"I'm  Maria  Dufrene.  I'm  your  new  guard." 

The  room  was  quiet  for  a  moment. 

"What?"  he  said. 

"I  just  came  from  the  employment  office.  I  talked  to  my  advisor  and 
she  said  that  I  was  assigned  here."  I  was  talking  too  fast.  The  old  man  looked 
at  me  like  I  was  a  three  year  old. 

"Honey,"  he  said.  "Why  don't  you  sit  down  right  there  and  we'll  get 
to  the  bottom  of  this  in  a  minute."  He  turned  and  I  could  see  the  wrinkles 
on  the  back  of  his  neck  looked  like  scars. 

I  sat  in  a  folding  chair  and  watched  him  tell  his  students  to  go  out  to 
the  pool  and  practice  their  dives.  He  caught  me  staring,  so  I  quickly  looked 
about  the  room.  The  walls  were  covered  with  tall  metal  shelves  filled  with 
cardboard  boxes,  papers  sticking  out  of  them.  The  bottom  rows  of  these 


shelves  were  crammed  with  miscellaneous  items:  kickboards,  blue  plastic 
boxes,  chlorine  level  testers.  Coach's  desk  was  empty  except  for  a  wooden 
plaque  that  said  "World's  Greatest  Grampa"  and  an  ashtray  with  a  little 
ceramic  golfer  who  was  trying  to  putt  in  the  ashes.  At  eye-level,  across  from 
his  desk  a  large  window  looked  out  to  the  pool.  From  where  I  was  sitting, 
I  couldn't  see  the  end  to  the  blue  water. 

"How'd  you  get  this  job?"  The  other  girl  in  the  room  sat  down  next 
to  me.  I  wondered  how  she  managed  to  keep  her  hair  dry,  as  she  was 
soaked. 

"I  just  filled  out  an  application,"  I  said.  "When  I  first  started  here  — 

"Liz!"  Coach  said.  "Would  you  mind  joining  the  others  outside  or 
would  you  like  to  interview  her  yourself?" 

"No,  sir,"  Liz  said,  as  she  hurried  out  of  the  office.  As  the  door  closed, 
Coach  sat  back  in  his  chair. 

"What's  your  name  again,  Honey?"  he  said. 

"Marie  Dufrene,"  I  said.  "Here's  my  assignment  sheet." 

He  looked  at  the  paper  silently  for  a  couple  of  minutes,  then  he  said, 
"Says  here  your  name's  Jane." 

"That's  my  first  name,  but  I  go  by  Marie,"  I  said. 

He  set  the  paper  aside  on  his  desk.  "Jane,  you're  qualified  to  work 
at  any  pool  but  here.  All  my  guards  have  passed  my  lifesaving  course.  Now 
since  the  administration  at  this  university  hired  you,  I'll  let  you  work  here 
only  if  you  take  and  pass  that  course.  I  suggest  you  add  it  tomorrow." 

"Are  you  listening  to  me?"  Liz  says,  closing  Introduction  to  Psy- 
chology. 

"Yeah,"  I  say.  I  smile  because  I  don't  want  her  mad  at  me. 

"Are  you  staying  here?  I've  got  class,"  she  says,  tilting  her  head  to 
listen  to  her  watch. 

I  look  over  and  see  that  Coach  is  still  at  his  table  but  Nick  and  the 
guys  have  left.  "I've  got  some  work  to  do,"  I  say. 

She  sighs.  "O.K.  I'll  see  you  later,"  she  says.  "Remember,  our  psych 
exam  is  comprehensive."  She  leans  across  the  table,  taps  my  bookbag,  gives 
me  a  pointed  stare,  and  walks  off. 

I  dump  my  bookbag  out  on  the  table,  so  it  looks  like  I'm  not  alone, 
and  get  out  the  notes  for  my  test.  Liz  is  good  for  me.  She's  easy  to  get  along 
with  and  she's  a  little  self-absorbed.  That's  good  because  she  doesn't 
demand  anything  from  me.  We  were  friends  from  the  first  day  of  class. 

One  of  the  things  Coach  taught  us  was  what  it  felt  like  to  drown. 
"The  difference  between  a  good  lifeguard  and  a  bad  one  is  a  good 
one  understands  the  fear  non-swimmers  have  of  the  water,"  he  said.  "Once 


you  can  understand  this,  you'll  never  let  go  of  your  responsibility.  You 
listening,  Jane?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  I  said,  as  I  sneezed.  Since  my  hair  was  always  wet  and  it 
was  so  cold  outside,  I  had  a  continual  cold.  The  whole  class  was  sit- 

ting on  the  deck  of  the  pool  underneath  rows  of  windows  fifteen  feet  above 
us  that  let  in  the  grey  winter  light.  We  all  watched  as  Coach,  who  was  seated 
on  a  bench,  smoked  a  cigarette  and  told  us  about  life. 

"When  you  understand  a  person's  fear,  you  can  help  them  overcome 
it.  All  of  you  are  going  to  understand  this  fear  today,"  he  said. 

Each  one  of  us  had  to  dive  in  the  deep  end  and  put  on  a  one-hundred 
pound  weightbelt  lying  on  the  bottom. 

"I  want  you  to  stay  down  there  until  you  feel  it.  And  don't  worry, 
you  will,"  he  said. 

I  wasn't  afraid  of  this  exercise,  but  I  didn't  like  people  watching  me. 
All  these  expectations  were  making  me  nervous.  I  got  in  the  water  by  the 
side  ladder  and  used  the  rungs  to  walk  myself  to  the  bottom.  I  found  the 
weightbelt ,  put  it  on,  and  sat  there.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  listened  to  my  heart 
pump,  then  I  made  the  mistake  of  opening  my  eyes.  From  where  I  was  I 
could  see  the  blurry  slope  of  the  floor  as  it  went  up  to  the  shallow  end.  I  saw 
the  water  get  lighter  in  contrast  to  the  dark  eleven  feet  of  water  above  me. 
I  panicked  and  lost  my  air.  For  one  moment,  I  couldn't  move,  then  fear  let 
me  go.  I  grabbed  the  buckle  of  the  weightbelt  and  pried  it  open.  My  feet 
slipped  as  I  scrambled  to  push  off  the  floor.  I  felt  the  pressure  of  the  water 
on  the  inside  of  my  nose  as  I  flew  to  the  surface.  I  almost  reached  the 
bathroom  before  I  vomited. 

Coach  was  nicer  to  me  after  that.  He  knew  he  was  getting  through 
to  me.  He  started  letting  me  work  at  the  Natatorium  at  night  when  it  was 
opened  to  the  public.  Then  he  asked  me  to  teach  some  swimming  classes 
like  the  rest  of  his  guards.  I  though  I  was  finally  being  accepted  until  I  saw 
the  class  he  gave  me. 

"Hey,  girl!  Coach  got  you  working  this  class?"  Liz  said. 

"Yeah,"  I  said.  I  smiled  at  her.  Liz  was  the  only  other  female 
lifeguard,  and  this  was  the  first  time  we  had  worked  together.  Coach  was 
always  yelling  at  her  because  she  didn't  like  to  get  her  hair  wet.  She  always 
talked  to  me,  but  I  never  really  understood  her.  She  was  one  of  those  people 
who  loved  to  talk  about  her  problems  to  anyone  who  would  listen.  I  liked 
her,  though,  because  she  was  honest. 

"Good!  I  hate  taking  these  kids  by  myself.  When  you've  got  one,  the 
rest  always  cry.  I  hate  that,"  she  said. 

"How  old  are  these  kids  going  to  be?  Coach  didn't  tell  me,"  I  said, 
as  I  walked  down  the  steps  into  the  shallow  end.  The  cold  water  made  me 
sneeze. 


"Oh,  darling/'  she  said,  as  she  stopped  twisting  her  curled  hair  to 
the  top  of  her  head.  'This  is  the  handicapped  class.  They're  all  different 
ages.  I  can't  believe  coach  didn't  tell  you,"  she  said. 

"Handicapped  kids?"  I  said. 

"Oh,  don't  worry  about  it,"  she  said,  as  she  started  splashing  water 
on  her  arms  so  it  would  look  like  she'd  been  swimming.  "It's  really  easy.  All 
you  have  to  do  is  swish  them  around  in  the  water  for  a  half-hour.  They  never 
know  where  they  are  anyway.  They  come  from  St.  Mary's  School  twenty 
minutes  towards  Baton  Rough,"  she  said. 

At  that  moment,  the  door  to  the  ladies'  room  was  opened  by  a  large 
black  woman.  The  white  dress ,  shoes,  and  sweater  made  her  skin  look  twice 
as  dark.  Every  movement  she  made  was  slow  and  calculated.  She  held  the 
door  open  as  she  herded  two  kids  to  the  side  of  the  pool  and  gave  them  to 
us.  She  turned  around  to  get  a  little  girl  in  a  wheelchair  who  was  propping 
the  door  open. 

"Hey,  Liz.  Only  got  two  for  you  today.  It's  getting  too  cold  out  for 
the  rest  of  them.  You  got  yourself  some  help,  huh?"  she  said,  as  she  pointed 
at  me. 

"Loretta,  this  is  Jane,  she'll  be  helping  me  for  the  rest  of  the  class,"Liz 
said. 

"That's  good,"  Loretta  said,  as  she  wheeled  the  little  girl  next  to  a 
bench  and  sat  down. 

"That's  Ann,"  Liz  said  as  she  pointed  to  the  girl  in  the  wheelchair. 
"She  can't  swim  at  all,  but  she  likes  to  watch  the  water." 

Liz  had  taken  the  other  two  and  seated  them  at  the  edge  of  the  pool. 
One  was  a  little  black  boy  around  eight  who  put  his  feet  in  the  water  and 
laughed.  He  was  ready  to  jump  in.  The  other,  a  little  girl  with  dirty-blonde 
pony  tails,  looked  at  the  ceiling  and  ground  her  teeth. 

"Which  one  do  you  want?  Robert  can  swim  a  little  but  you  have  to 
keep  your  eye  on  him  the  whole  time.  All  you  can  do  for  Christie  is  just  hold 
her  in  the  water,  she  can't  see  or  hear.  They're  both  retarded,"  Liz  said. 

"Which  one  do  you  want?"  I  said.  I  didn't  know  what  to  do. 

"How  about  I  take  Robert  on  your  first  day,  O.K.?"  Liz  said.  He  had 
already  splashed  into  the  water. 

"Sure,"  I  said.  I  went  to  the  side  and  touched  Christie's  hand.  She 
screamed.  I  looked  at  Liz. 

"Don't  worry  about  that.  She  always  quiets  down  in  a  minute,  once 
she  realizes  where  she  is,"  Liz  said. 

I  picked  her  up  and  rested  her  on  my  hip  like  a  baby.  Her  legs 
wrapped  around  my  waist.  Instantly  she  was  trying  to  climb  me  like  I  was 
a  tree.  She  was  a  big  girl,  at  least  six  or  seven.  I  waded  her  out  to  where  the 
water  hit  my  waist  and  stopped.  Christie  was  clinging  to  me  with  a  hold  so 
tight,  I  thought  her  legs  would  break  off.  I  looked  at  her  face,  and  saw  her 


pretty  amber  eyes  were  blank.  She  was  grinding  her  teeth  like  crazy  and 
flopping  her  head  back  and  forth.  I  took  her  free  hand  which  was  still  for 
a  moment.  I  could  see  in  her  face  that  her  mind  was  working  hard  to  figure 
out  what  was  happening  to  her  hand .  She  turned  her  head  to  the  ceiling  and 
screamed,  but  in  her  face  I  saw  her  smile. 

I  look  up  to  see  Coach's  table  is  empty.  I  pack  my  books  and  start 
walking  out  so  I  can  get  home  and  start  studying  for  the  exam.  My  notes  on 
Jung  are  a  useless  blur.  I  remember  that  the  day  I  wrote  them  I  was  thinking 
of  something  else. 

I  had  to  work  with  Nick  again.  It  was  the  second  night  that  week  I 
had  to  work  with  him.  Nick  was  the  kicker  for  the  football  team,  and 
Coach's  favorite.  He  always  had  excuses  for  not  coming  to  class  that  Coach 
believed.  Nick  expected  me  to  do  all  the  work  because  I  was  the  new  guard . 
The  last  time  we  worked  together,  he  sat  in  Coach's  office  and  talked  on  the 
phone.  I  was  the  one  who  watched  the  people  swim  and  closed  up  after  they 
were  gone. 

I  sat  at  the  side  of  the  pool  and  watched  the  water  move.  All  of  a 
sudden  I  felt  really  tired.  The  cold  I  had  been  fighting  was  finally  getting  to 
me.  My  face  felt  hot.I  didn't  even  want  to  change  into  my  suit.  I  yelled  to 
Nick,  who  was  talking  to  a  girl  near  the  diving  board,  that  I  felt  sick  and  was 
going  to  sit  down  for  a  minute.  I  walked  into  Coach's  office  and  sank  in  his 
big  chair.  I  started  to  shiver.  Feeling  lightheaded,  I  put  my  head  down  on 
the  desk  to  steady  myself.  The  next  thing  I  remember  was  a  sharp  poke  to 
my  shoulder.  In  a  daze  I  looked  up  and  saw  Coach.  I  had  fallen  asleep,  and 
Nick  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

//What  the  hell  do  you  think  you're  doing?"  Coach  said. 

I  was  so  dazed  I  couldn't  reply.  I  looked  out  that  window  across 
from  his  desk  and  saw  that  there  were  people  swimming  and  no  one  was 
watching  them.  I  turned  back  and  found,  in  Coach's  eyes,  the  most  anger 
that  has  ever  been  directed  towards  me. 

He  looked  me  straight  in  the  face  and  said,  "Get  out  of  my  pool." 

"Coach,  I  don't  feel...,"  I  said.  My  head  was  swimming. 

"He  grabbed  my  arm  above  the  elbow  and  said,  "Did  you  hear  me, 


girl?" 


I  felt  like  I  was  going  to  be  sick,  and  my  eyes  stung  as  I  stumbled  out. 


Walking  home  from  the  cafeteria,  I  pass  the  Natatorium.  It's  strange 
to  know  a  place  where  you're  not  welcome.  Liz  said  that  Nick  told  Coach 
that  he  had  gone  outside  to  smoke,  but  he  had  told  me  first.  Coach  believed 
him.  Coach  also  knew  that  I  had  been  sick,  but  that  was  no  excuse.  I  was 
fired,  and  Nick  got  a  two-week  probation.    I  guess  that  since  I  was  an 


intruder  into  his  world,  I  was  judged  by  different  standards. 

As  I  pass,  I  see  the  "OFFICE"  door  being  opened.  Coach  steps  out 
into  the  afternoon  sunlight  and  squints.  It  takes  him  a  while  to  see  me.  I  look 
at  him  and  try  to  smile.  He  looks  me  in  the  eye,  then  looks  away.  My  eyes 
sting  as  I  walk  home. 
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#244/ Cynthia  Lorack 

Hold  me; 

Speak  with  me; 

in  an  intimate  embrace, 

we  join 

together 

to  touch, 

to  talk, 

without  ever 

using  words. 

Your  kiss 

screams  a  world 

of  life  into 

me  —  a  world 

without  speech, 

only  of 

touch. 

Together, 

we  build  a 

new  vocabulary. 


Going  Bust/Thomas  Zimmerman 

some 

times 

i 

g° 
bust 
sew 
bad 

i 

sea 

my 

inn 

sides 

win 

they 

lay 

thin 

for 

miles 

a 

round 

butt 

i 

am 

maid 

most  lee 

of  juice  and 

i  off  tin  meat  my 

self  a  gain  far  there  down  hill 
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Homecoming/Me/mda  Emanuel 

I  smile  and  say 

"How  did  you  enjoy  the  beach?" 

He  laughs  and  takes 

the  yellow  ribbon  from  my  hair 

and  kisses  me 

I  smile  and  say 

"How  was  your  flight  back?" 

My  lover  fell  to  me 

from  the  sky 

like  Icarus 

with  red  white  and  blue  feathers 
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First  Cousin  Lucas/Thomas  Zimmerman 

Less  than  three  feet  tall 

The  Prince  stands 

Holding  a  dart-gun 

And  wearing  a  plastic  badge 

While  swearing  to  the  Universe 

That  he  is  its  Master 

His  world  begins  to  close 
Swinging  the  imaginary  sword 
He  fights  to  hold  back 
Those  powers  that  would  destroy 
Yet  he  manages  to  forgive  her 
As  they  eat  dinner 
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Forever  and  Then  Some/Lucia  Greaves 

Celia  pulls  her  hair  over  her  shoulder  and  puts  a  few  strands  in  her 
mouth,  chewing,  liking  the  way  the  hairs  crunch  away  under  the  force  of  her 
teeth.  She  is  walking  from  the  bus-stop,  with  a  bag  of  thoroughly  boring 
household  cleaners  that  make  promises  to  commit  brutal  homicides  on 
germs,  abolish  the  revolting  revolutions  of  mold  colonies,  and  get  attractive 
dates  of  the  opposite  sex  to  camp  out  at  your  door  with  the  hopes  of  making 
passionate  love  to  you  in  your  sparkling  bathroom.  Celia  wonders  if  she 
waved  the  bag  around,  would  tall,  dark,  and  handsome  men  follow  her 
home,  but  she  dismisses  this  as  impossible,  not  having  seen  a  handsome 
man  in  ages.  Even  the  actors  on  television  and  in  the  movies  have  seemed 
less  attractive  lately,  their  faces  taking  on  flat,  pasty  looks,  growing  strangely 
styled  beards  and  sideburns,  gaining  weight.  Celia  thinks  she  may  be 
imagining  things,  and  chews  harder  on  her  hair. 

The  bag  under  Celia' s  arm  contains,  along  with  the  wonder  cleaners, 
a  romance  novel,  a  package  of  mushrooms,  and  a  pop  science  magazine. 
The  novel,  titled  Dawn  of  Love  was  chosen  for  the  suitably  romantic  smut 
painting  on  the  cover,  of  a  dark  swashbuckler  complete  with  epee'  at  his 
side,  lowering  a  tiny  blonde  woman  in  flowing  pink  to  the  heather-covered 
hillside.  The  man's  eyes  are  full  of  warmth  and  love,  but  if  the  woman  on 
the  cover  is  fooled,  Celia  is  not.  The  man's  hand  has  already  vanished  under 
the  young  woman's  pink  skirt,  which  is  revealing  most  of  her  thigh.  The 
mushrooms  were  chosen  for  their  firmness  and  roundness,  lack  of  dark 
spots,  vaguely  shaded  beige  smoothness.  Celia  does  not  like  to  judge  by 
appearance,  but  she  can't  see  clearly  the  most  important  aspects  of  her  life, 
so  she  makes  all  her  decisions  visually.  The  Science  Present  magazine  Celia 
bought  for  an  article  on  a  new  Karma-Motion  theory  that  has  to  do  with  a 
handful  of  deities  splitting  up  their  consciousness  and  spreading  it  into 
humans.  Celia  knows  how  much  of  her  soul  is  immortal  but  if  she  is  honest, 
she'll  admit  that  the  cover  graphics  of  gods  ascending  from  humans  is  what 
drew  her  to  the  magazine. 

Celia  chews  her  hair  with  renewed  vengeance  and  chides  herself  for 
being  so  shallow. 

The  walk  home  past  well-trimmed  lawns  and  modest  homes  of 
Avalon  Street  is  hell.  Celia  shifts  the  bag  from  hand  to  hand,  and  clutches 
it  to  her  stomach.  Her  cleaners  nestle  down  and  begin  to  roll  around  on  the 
mushrooms  that  have  somehow  found  their  way  to  the  dark  bottom  of  the 
bag,  as  if  searching  for  the  black  cellar  of  their  fungoid  origin.  As  Celia 
searches  for  the  mushrooms,  the  carpet  refresher  (that  can  make  ordinary 
olive-colored  wall-to-wall  shag  into  the  favorite  bedside  rug  of  the  Caliph 
of  Baghdad )  makes  a  break  for  freedom  and  rolls  down  the  sidewalk  in  front 
of  a  Dutch  Colonial  home  with  a  semi-attached  garage.  Two  young  black 
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boys  emerge  from  the  garage.  Celia  decides  not  to  bother  them  for  the  carpet 
cleaner  since  she  knows  her  rugs  aren't  going  to  bloom  to  life  if  she  uses  it 
anyway,  and  she  is  enough  a  product  of  her  environments  to  make  instant 
snap  judgments  on  the  color  of  the  youths'  skin  and  sound  of  their  voices 
from  behind  her  to  be  cautious  if  not  exactly  fearful.  Celia  walks  on,  and  is 
startled  when  one  of  them  taps  her  on  the  shoulder  and  hands  her  the 
cylinder  of  carpet  powder.  She  stammers  and  thanks  him,  and  he  smirks 
back,  probably  guessing  that  he  has  scared  her.  The  mushrooms  are  back 
on  the  bottom  of  the  bag  again,  and  Celia  is  about  to  lose  her  patience  with 
them.  Gingerly,  she  heads  home,  but  turns  briefly  to  look  at  the  black  boys 
at  the  back  of  the  bus.  They  wave  with  big  smiles. 

Celia  wonders  if  the  smiles  mean  they  think  she's  pretty.  She  is 
pretty,  in  fact,  though  she  doesn't  think  she  really  is.  Her  hair  is  a  rich 
chestnut  that  lightens  in  the  summer.  It  is  longer  than  is  currently  stylish  but 
shorter  than  Celia  would  like  it.  She  just  can't  ever  make  it  through  that 
awkward  in-between  stage  that  hair,  no  matter  how  often  it  is  cut,  is  always 
in.  Celia  thinks  of  it  as  the  in-between-baby-bald-and-old-  bald  stage;  as 
long  as  she  has  hair,  it  will  be  awkward.  Celia  has  an  oval  face,  with  a  thin 
nose  and  slightly  oriental  eyes.  Her  lips  are  thin,  but  naturally  pink.  When 
Celia  looks  in  the  mirror,  she  thinks  she  can  live  with  her  looks.  Her  hips  are 
wide,  and  her  breasts  are  full;  she  is  not  thin,  but  classic. 

While  Celia  scrubs  her  bathroom  counter,  she  reflects  on  the  time  in 
her  life  when  she  didn't  have  to  scrub  anything  to  make  it  shine.  That  was 
many  years  ago,  in  another  world,  though,  before  Zeus  had  fallen  before 
other  gods,  and  the  whole  family,  socially  disenfranchised,  had  moved 
from  Olympus  to  various  areas  around  the  globe.  The  last  Celia  heard, 
Hephaestus  was  making  unsuccessful  post-modern  art  out  of  thunder  bolts 
and  Demeter  was  putting  her  agricultural  skills  to  work  in  the  Third  World 
in  an  attempt  to  feed  more  people.  Apollo  is  doing  well  as  a  pop  star,  more 
because  of  his  stunning  good  looks  than  his  musical  ability  which  was  lost 
on  all  but  a  few  of  his  fans.  Bacchaus  has  been  living  it  up  in  New  Orleans 
where  he  has  a  healthy  cult  following  and  Pegasus  was  recently  pictured  in 
the  "Daily  True  Tales''  tabloid  as  a  U.F.O.  Being  gods,  and  thus  cosmically 
set  for  eternity,  none  of  them  had  to  work,  but  even  immortal  lives  need  a 
purpose,  so  they  did  what  they  had  always  done,  and  called  it  work. 

Celia  had  chosen  a  typical  American  city  to  work  from,  as  Americans 
seemed  to  be  the  worst  when  it  came  to  her  speciality,  torturous  and 
unrequited  love.  In  fact,  Apollo  was  giving  her  a  lot  of  work  since  his  last 
album.  All  those  teen-aged  girls  (and  more  than  a  few  teen-aged  boys) 
pining  after  their  golden  pop-god  were  driving  her  crazy.  But  that  was  her 
lot  in  life,  so  to  speak,  and  she  had  bigger  problems  than  that. 

The  worst  part  of  being  the  Goddess  of  Torturous  and  Unrequited 
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Love,  besides  the  constant  voices  wailing  about  Apollo  or  Donny  or  Debby 
or  any  of  a  five  billion  other  names,  is  the  ritual.  Every  night,  when  Celia  is 
in  bed,  sound  asleep  or  tossing  and  turning,  just  waking  from  a  dream, 
heading  to  the  bathroom,  or  doing  any  of  the  things  one  might  do  after 
midnight,  just  at  1:47  a.m.,  everything  else  comes  to  a  stop.  And  then  the 
Man  comes  in,  followed  by  the  People. 

The  Man  is  tall,  more  than  6  feet  tall,  and  completely  covered  in  metal 
plates,  like  medieval  armor.  His  helmet  obscures  his  face  and  casts  a  green 
glow  on  wherever  he  looks.  He  enters  her  room,  kneels  by  her  side,  and 
wraps  cold  metal  arms  around  her  body.  Celia  is  always  repulsed. 

The  People  are  even  worse.  Well  dressed  in  an  array  of  styles,  the 
group  of  five  come  in  and  sit  on  an  Louis  XV  couch  that  materializes  in  the 
corner  of  the  room.  They  talk  and  laugh,  eat  candy  bars  and  smoke  smelly 
cigars  and  cigarettes  throughout  the  ritual.  All  their  trash  goes  onto  the 
floor,  where  their  small  Pekingese  rips  it  into  messy  shreds.  They  watch 
Celia  and  the  Man  like  a  play  created  for  their  amusement.  As  the  centuries 
have  passed,  Celia  has  noticed  that  the  People  collect  styles  and  fads;  one 
man  changes  dress  styles  constantly,  ranging  from  Edwardian  to  futuristic 
trash-chic,  and  one  of  the  women  has  dressed  like  a  flapper  since  the  1920s. 
There  is  an  Oriental  woman  who  laughs  loudly  and  always  wears  a  hot-pink 
body  suit,  and  a  man  who  dresses  in  floor-length  furs.  Celia  wonders  about 
their  life  outside  of  the  ritual;  she  doesn't  think  they  are  gods,  but  they  are 
obviously  immortal,  mostly  unchanged  since  they  began  gracing  her  life 
with  their  presence. 

The  Man  reaches  down  and  kisses  Celia,  cradling  her  face  in  razor 
metal  gloves.  Sharp  points  on  his  helm  cut  her  face,  and  his  arms  draw  lines 
of  blood  across  her  body.  Celia  wants  to  scream,  push  him  away,  kill  him 
and  the  People,  but  she  can't.  There  is  unintentional  treachery  in  the  Man's 
exercise,  Celia  knows  he  is  unable  to  remove  the  armor,  but  the  pain  in 
intense,  and  Celia  cannot  scream.  The  Man  moves  against  her,  moves  into 
her  and  her  body  is  responding  even  as  she  clasps  her  arms  across  her 
breasts  and  grinds  her  nails  into  her  fleshy  arms  and  shoulders.  When  her 
scream,  welling  up  in  for  hours  finally  breaks  forth,  it  is  in  fear  and  orgasm. 
She  is  drenched  with  sweat  and  blood,  her  face  green  and  black  like 
camouflage  in  the  glow  from  the  Man's  helm.  Celia  is  gasping,  the  Man  is 
straightening  up,  and  the  People  are  laughing,  clapping,  lighting  more 
cigarettes. 

Celia  rolls  over,  covers  her  head  with  a  pillow.  She  can  feel  the  Man 
stroking  her  hair  where  it  hangs  down  her  back.  She  wishes  she  had  the 
words  to  make  him  leave,  and  wonders  about  his  nature.  They  are  each 
others  compliments,  and  Celia  knows  it  is  not  the  Man's  choice;  there  have 
been  nights  that  he  has  cried  harder  than  she.  When  she  lived  on  Olympus 
this  never  happened,  it  was  enough  for  her  just  to  be  the  anthropomorphic 
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realization  of  these  things.  This  is  the  price  she  has  paid  for  Greek  in  the 
world  of  the  Holy  Roman  God.  Christ's  suffering  on  the  cross  was  no  worse 
than  this,  but  at  least  it  only  happened  to  Him  once;  Celia  will  never  be  a 
Saint,  but  she  is  certainly  a  martyr. 

When  the  sun  rises,  the  Man  and  the  People  fade,  and  Celia  stumbles 
to  the  bathroom,  leaving  trails  of  blood  across  the  floor.  Her  wounds  will 
heal  by  mid-morning,  and  she  will  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  cleaning,  and 
then  will  go  to  the  library  to  read,  knowing  it  will  take  her  mind  off  her  life. 
She  pulls  a  strand  of  hair  between  her  lips  and  begins  to  chew,  turns  on  the 
radio  and  hears  Apollo's  voice  through  the  ever-present  static. 

All  around  the  world,  people  shift  in  their  beds  or  desks  or  at  their 
dinner  tables.  Walking  down  the  street,  they  feel  slightly  sick  to  the 
stomach.  It  is  Celia  they  feel,  Celia's  blood  running  down  their  throats, 
Celia's  fingernails  driving  into  their  shoulders.  They  know,  somehow,  this 
is  older  than  fire,  and  will  continue  forever  and  then  some. 
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¥eai/Ricky  Darbonne 

A  deathly  silence  creeps  into  the  tiny  room 
as  night  spills  blackness  on  the  sky. 

Eerie  shadows  of  scattered  toys  cling  to  damp  walls 

A  child  lies  awake  in  bed  listening  to  his  pounding 

chest 

Fear  crawls  out  from  behind  the  shadows 

horrified  as  it  passes  by  the  melting  mirror 

The  light  from  the  hall  flickers 

then  disappears 

The  shadows  flee  and  fatigue  pulls  on  the  child's 

eyelids. 

Morning  sun  shines  as  a  man  awakes  from  a  dream. 
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Calepin:  Francais/  David  Herrell 

L'aeroport 

etre  a  kilometres  de  car 
Attendre 

— a  la  sortie  (de  l'aeroport) 
Transporter  en  ville. 

Le  chauffeur  du  car 

accroupi 

s'appuyer  sur,  charger  le  car. 

Anneau  brise. 

Vendre  des  billets  a  quelqu'un. 

Etre  epuise, 

un  decalage  d'heures  entre  A  et  B. 

Ne  pas  fermer  l'oeil  de  la  nuit 

Theure  de  Paris. 

Etre  exigeant, 

vetu  a  la  mode  d'etudiants  americains, 

s'emerveiller  de 

faire  des  etudes, 

suivre  un  cours  d'ete. 

Une  jeune  fille  innocente 

porter  un  pull, 

un  sac  en  bandouliere. 

Aterrir, 

venir  pour  la  premiere  fois. 

Un  dragueur 

aborder. 

Regarder  avec  interet, 

faire  la  connaissance  des  jeunes  filles 

etre  decontracte 

s'installer  dans. 

Se  ficher  de  tout, 

se  reposer 

calepin. 
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Notebook:  English/Dai;zd  Herrell 

Airport, 

to  be  kilometers  from  bus 
To  wait 

— at  the  exit  (of  the  airport) 
Transport  into  town. 

Busdriver 

crouched  down 

to  lean  on,  load  the  bus. 

Put  in  the  baggage  compartment 

Key  ring. 

To  sell  tickets  to  someone. 

To  be  exhausted, 

a  time  differential  of  hours  between  A  and  B. 

Not  to  sleep  a  wink 

Paris  time. 

To  be  hard  to  please, 

dressed  like  American  students 

to  marvel  at 

to  study, 

take  a  summer  class. 

A  young,  innocent  girl 

to  wear  a  tennis  sweater, 

shoulder  strap  bag. 

To  land, 

come  for  the  first  time. 

Pickup:  artist 

to  approach,  accost. 

To  look  at  with  interest, 

to  meet  young  girls 

to  be  relaxed, 

get  moved  into. 

Not  to  care  about  anything, 

to  rest 

notebook. 
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The  Difference/Liz  Carter 

The  difference  between 
loving  you 

and 
hating  you 
is  onion-skin 
thin 
(twenty-nine  seventh  graders 
pushing  you 

and 
shoving  you 
to  the  microscope  — 

you  really  saw  the  onion-skin 

then) 
The  difference  between 
then 
and 
now 
is  not  really  seeing  — 
On  a  cool  autumn  day 
I  bundle  up  in  onion-skin  to  keep  me  warm 
while  you're  away 
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Untitled/Sflra  Puryear 

As  I  pass  by  the  cemetery 

At  three  A.M. 

It  invites  me  with  its  silent  wisdom. 

I  want  to  go  through  the  rusty  old  iron  gate 

And  lie  down  amongst  the  dead 

In  cool  dew  —  wet  grass 

With  my  head  pillowed  on  a  gravestone 

Dating  from  1824 

And  go  to  sleep 

Watching  the  silvery  stars  spin 

Over  my  head 

Mocking  me  with  my  own  insignificance. 
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Childhood's  End/Mark  Ponatowski 

Division  of  resources  over  an  empty  field  of  hollow  faces 

empty  eyes  and  hollow  promises  squeezed  out  through 

tension  tightened  smiles 

nervous  fingers  grasping  at  the  broken  glass 

of  shattered  misconceptions 

tighten  like  a  noose  around  the  pipestem  neck  of 

innocence 

old  bones  rattle  one  last  time  emotion  gasps  its  final  sigh 

the  fragile  flesh  of  childhood  hangs 

upon  blackened  bones  of  empathy 

then  gangrenous  rotting  sloughs  away 

to  reveal  the  gleaming  metal 

of  the  successful  human  machine 
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A  New  Beginning  for  Gv/en/Maria  E.  Jones 

"Blindness  separates  us  from  things,  but  deafness  separates  us  from 
people/'  I  didn't  fully  realize  the  truth  of  this  statement  until  I  met  Gwen. 

Gwen  was  a  problem:  an  eighteen-year-old  girl  who  had  never 
attended  school  before  coming  to  Hilda  Knoff  School  for  the  Deaf  in 
Jefferson  Parish,  Louisiana.  She  was  assigned  to  a  class  of  slow  learners. 
The  teacher,  Steve  Lombardo,  was  trying  to  adjust  to  a  new  job  when  Gwen 
arrived.  To  compound  the  problem,  Gwen  had  been  taught,  for  her  own 
safety,  to  fear  men. 

A  tall,  slender  black  girl,  Gwen  was  the  youngest  of  six  children,  the 
only  girl,  and  the  only  deaf  one.  When  she  walked  into  the  room,  emptiness 
and  fear  in  her  eyes  cried  out  for  help.  Her  expression  reminded  us  of  a 
scared  little  puppy  ready  to  run  at  the  drop  of  a  hat,  especially  a  man's  hat. 
Gwen  never  smiled.  Steve  realized  that  Gwen  was  his  biggest  challenge  of 
his  career. 

The  whole  new  environment  was  frightening  to  this  girl,  who  had 
never  before  left  the  safety  of  her  own  home  and  family.  She  didn't 
understand  what  was  happening  or  what  was  expected  of  her.  After  trying 
to  work  with  her  for  a  week,  Steve  was  exasperated.  Gwen  cringed  in  fear 
every  time  he  was  near,  and  he  knew  she  would  never  be  able  to  learn  from 
him.  Finally,  he  put  her  on  one  side  of  the  room  and  tried  to  stay  on  the  other. 
As  his  teaching  assistant,  I  gave  her  the  work  he  prepared,  since  she  seemed 
less  afraid  of  me,  although  Gwen  was  uncomfortable  with  all  of  us.  The 
other  students,  younger  and  more  active,  made  her  nervous  if  they  moved 
around. 

At  first  Gwen  was  unresponsive  to  the  work.  Steve  wasn't  sure  what 
to  teach,  and  she  didn't  appear  interested  in  learning  anyway. 

Worried,  Steve  finally  went  to  Lynn,  who  taught  the  "baby  class,  " 
for  help  for  her  students,  only  three  or  four  years  old,  had  no  language 
either.  Together  they  came  up  with  a  lesson  plan  for  Gwen,  but  her  fear  of 
men  prevented  Steve  from  carrying  it  out.  Someone  had  to  gain  her 
confidence,  and  I  was  the  only  one  who  could. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  adventure  in  teaching  —  and  learning 
—  for  me.  Each  morning,  Steve  and  I  would  meet  with  Lynn  for  my  daily 
instructions.  She  would  explain  each  activity  so  we  would  understand 
what  we  were  doing  and  why.  Steve  and  I  were  both  learning  a  great  deal. 
When  Gwen  arrived,  I  would  take  her  to  a  small  room  away  from  Steve  and 
the  other  children,  where  she  could  concentrate  without  any  distractions. 
Any  movement  would  instantly  take  attention  away  from  her  work,  and  we 
needed  her  full  attention. 

G wen's  speech  therapist  knew  what  we  were  teaching  so  she  could 
reinforce  what  I  was  doing.  In  return,  I  was  allowed  to  accompany  Gwen 
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when  she  went  for  therapy  so  that  I  could  reinforce  what  the  therapist  was 
doing.  Thus,  G  wen  had  more  exposure  to  the  important  things  she  needed 
to  learn.  My  presence  also  seemed  to  help  Gwen  relax  during  the  therapy 
sessions.  Before  long,  we  saw  a  glimmer  of  progress. 

Handicapped  students  are  allowed  to  attend  school  from  the  age  of 
three  until  they  are  twenty-one,  and  Gwen  only  had  three  more  years  to 
learn  all  she  needed  to  know;  basic  skills  were  thus  a  priority.  Gwen  had  no 
language  at  all,  so  body  language  was  the  only  way  to  communicate  in  the 
beginning.  Soon  she  learned  my  sign  name  and  the  sign  name  for  others  at 
the  school.  We  worked  on  basic  signs:  come,  go,  sit,  outside,  stop,  )nd  pay 
attention.  The  next  step  was  colors,  so  she  would  know  that  "red"  was  a 
danger  color  and  meant  to  stop,  "green"  meant  go,  and  "yellow"  was 
caution.  She  also  needed  to  recognize  words  of  instruction:  yield,  walk, 
don't  walk,  stop,  and  hospital. 

Gwen  had  good  days  and  bad  days,  just  like  everyone  else.  One  day 
she  seemed  to  learn  everything  I  taught;  the  next,  she  couldn't  remember 
what  she  had  learned  the  day  before.  I  was  very  careful  to  make  learning 
a  pleasant  experience  for  her.  If  she  started  to  get  flustered  over  a  certain 
lesson,  I  stopped  and  changed  to  something  that  she  liked  to  do.  It  was 
important  that  she  did  not  get  discouraged.  When  she  mastered  even  a 
simple  lesson,  like  learning  colors,  I  tried  to  make  her  feel  like  she  had 
accomplished  something  special.  In  reality,  she  had. 

Any  progress  Gwen  made  was  a  major  accomplishment  for  her  and 
me.  Working  with  Gwen  was  tedious,  and  I  had  many  occasions  to  feel 
discouraged.  Progress  was  slow,  and  after  a  weekend  or  holiday  at  home, 
we  would  have  to  start  from  the  beginning  and  reinforce  everything  she  had 
learned.  Deaf  children  need  constant  input,  which  Gwen  didn't  get  at  home 
because  of  lack  of  communication  between  her  and  her  family. 

By  the  end  of  the  year,  Gwen  had  learned  only  a  few  very  basic  skills. 
Her  biggest  breakthrough  was  in  the  social  area.  Once  she  realized  that  no 
one  would  harm  her,  she  began  to  interact  with  other  students  and  became 
more  at  ease  around  the  staff.  We  had  made  progress,  but  was  it  enough? 

The  school  saw  several  changes  the  next  year.  Steve  left,  and  I  took 
a  leave  of  absence  to  spend  time  with  my  youngest  son.  Both  of  us  needed 
to  get  away  from  the  strain  of  the  previous  year. 

I  wondered  who  would  teach  Gwen  and  whether  she  would  re- 
member anything  she  learned  the  year  before.  With  no  input,  it  was 
unlikely  she  would  remember  very  much.  Some  of  Gwen's  teachers  I 
worked  with  told  me  that  Gwen's  new  teacher  was  wonderful.  Gwen  was 
doing  very  well,  and  progressing  much  faster  than  she  had  the  previous 
year.  They  were  amazed  at  how  well  she  was  doing.  I  wondered  whether 
she  would  have  learned  more  and  faster  if  someone  else  had  taught  her  thu  I 
first  year.    The  answer  came  unexpectedly  when  I  finally  met  her  new 
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teacher. 

I  had  been  told  that  Gwen's  new  teacher  wanted  to  meet  me, 
although  I  couldn't  imagine  why.  The  other  teachers  had  told  her  about  me 
before  school  started.  She  knew  how  hard  I  had  worked  with  Gwen,  and 
how  tedious  the  job  was.  Then,  when  school  started  and  Gwen  arrived,  she 
was  a  totally  different  person.  She  was  no  longer  the  scared,  shy  Gwen,  but 
outgoing  and  responsive.  She  smiled  more  and  seemed  to  be  looking 
forward  to  the  new  school  year.  Her  new  interest  in  school  resulted  in  her 
learning  more  quickly  than  she  had  before. 

Her  new  teacher  realized  that  I  had  somehow  broken  through  the 
hard  outer  crust  that  had  formed  around  Gwen  as  she  was  growing  up. 
Unknowingly,  I  had  planted  a  good  seed  that  germinated  and  sprang  up 
over  the  summer.  I  must  admit  it  was  good  to  know  that  I  was  partly 
responsible  for  her  knew  success.  Seeing  her  released  from  the  quiet  prison 
that  had  held  her  captive  for  so  long  was  gratifying. 

Gwen  would  never  complete  high  school  or  go  to  college,  but  she 
was  free  to  become  more  than  a  silent  housemaid  in  her  parent'  home.  She 
could  now  communicate.  A  new  world  had  emerged  for  her  to  explore. 
Gwen  had  a  new  beginning  and  would  never  be  totally  separated  from 
people  again. 
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Seashell/Pafsy  Babers 

Ivory  and  speckled  brown 
lying  calmly  on  your  seashore 
face  down. 

If  I  listen  close  enough  I  can  hear 

the  rushing  waves  of  the  ocean. 

Peace  and  serenity  —  timeless,  ageless... 

I  pick  you  up  and  dust  you  off, 
I  carry  you  home  so  you'll  always 
be  near. 

Now  your  voice  is  unclear 

and  your  color  begins  to  fade, 

the  rhythm  of  the  ocean  is  no  longer  near. 

Suddenly,  I  realize  that  you  belong 

on  your  seashore, 

so  that  all  who  listen  can  hear... 
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Alostes'  Scholaricon//ohtt  Voorhees 

Translator's  Note: 

This  is  the  first  publication  of  this  important  volume  in  an  English 
Translation  (l).The  fragments  herein  discuss  the  events  surrounding  the 
fictional  construction  of  an  institution  remarkably  similar  to  the  Louisiana 
Scholars'  College  (2). This  is  particularly  interesting,  as  the  document  was 
written  a  good  1800  years  ago  and  half  a  world  away.  The  translation  has 
posed  some  unique  problems,  as  the  students  of  the  'Scholarium'  in  the  text 
all  speak  in  a  very  awkward  slang  construction.  Rather  than  strain  the 
reader's  attention,  I  have  decided  to  not  even  try  to  construct  an  English 
equivalent.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  the  closest  approximation  would  be  to 
replace  every  alternate  third  and  fourth  word  with  a  reference  to  a  very 
obscure  and  stupid  joke  involving  a  methodical  description  of  the  recipe  for 
chicken  tetrazini  (3).  The  fragments  are  assembled  in  the  most  logical  order 
that  could  be  determined.  However,  the  manuscript  was  originally  dis- 
covered written  on  the  backs  of  a  well-shuffled  deck  of  playing  cards 
somehow  undisturbed  after  the  eruption  of  Mt.  Vesuvius  (4).  It  was  decided 
that  numerical  order  [with  the  suits  in  the  following  order:  Hearts,  Sausages, 
Aqueducts,  and  Sheep  (5)]  would  produce  the  most  historically  accurate 
version  of  the  story  (6).  It  is  unfortunate  that  so  little  remains  of  this 
astounding  epic.  But  it  is  well  known  in  scholarly  circles  that  Alostes  was 
infamous  for  never  playing  with  a  full  deck  (7). 

Three  of  Hearts 
Oh,  how  we  railed  against  those  foolish  freshmen 
Who  squealed  like  ranting  hyenas  in  a  rainstorm 
Of  prune  juice  (8).  They  would  not  leave  our  sight 
Even  when  we  threatened  them  with  food 
At  the  Iberius  cafeteria.  We  were  truly  amazed 
At  their  fortitude  and  viscosity,  so  we  tried 
Instead  to  tell  them  falsehoods  that  would 
Truly  ruin  their  pathetic  days. 

Four  of  hearts 
I  gestured  to  my  classmates,  Thrasymachus,  Meno, 
And  Wayne  (9),  that  they  would  keep  their  mouths  shut 
And  play  along  with  me  as  I  ventured  to  construct 
The  greatest  Whopping  Lie  ever  told  to 
Such  simpletons  as  these.  For  they  knew  nothing 
Of  the  true  history  of  our  beloved  Scholarium, 
A  place  where,  as  director  Ballangericus  (10) 
Often  says,  "One  will  live  and  learn." 
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Five  of  Hearts 
When  I  mentioned  history,  the  fools  pricked  up 
Their  ears  (and  other  parts,  I  do  believe) 
For  they  were  so  anxious  to  hear  how  such  a 
Truly  remarkable  place  could  be  conceived 
That  they  were  touching  each  other  with 
Amazing  speed  and  accuracy  (11).  They  avoided  my 
Gaze  as  I  related  the  tale,  but  I  could 
See  that  their  interest  was  very  aroused 

Six  of  Hearts 
And  so  my  tale  began  of  a  time  when  those 
Who  would  have  reveled  in  the  glory  of  the  bright 
Sun  of  the  Scholarium  languished  and  suffered 
In  the  dreadful  hellish  pits  of  local  colleges 
And  even  the  Vo-Tech  schools  (The  horror,  the 
Horror).  For  these  were  the  days  before 
Magnificent  Alostes  (12)  raised  himself  up  and  said 
"I  shall  create  a  less-traveled  road,  or  something." 

Nine  of  Hearts 
Its  fangs  were  long  and  hideous  and  its 
Scales  were  truly  something  of  which 
Normanis  (13),  who  is  known  for  his  gift  of  understatement, 
Would  have  said  they  were  pretty  scary. 
This  horrendous  beast  raised  up  on  his  fearsome 
Back  legs  and  said,  "Alostes,  you  shall  not  pass 
Without  a  fight!"  So,  our  founder  squashed 
The  iguana  with  his  noble  right  sandal. 

Ten  of  Hearts 
After  this  adventure,  the  bard  McHammer  (14) 
Sang  numerous  spontaneous  and  annoying  ditties, 
And  the  parasite,  Bootlick,  again  asked  why 
This  journey  was  happening  anyway,  for  he 
Was  slow  of  mind,  though  an  excellent  moocher. 
The  ever-patient  Alostes  prepared  to  again  tell 
His  dream  of  low-cost,  high-quality  education 
In  a  building  with  insufficient  plumbing. 

Jack  of  Hearts 
He  went  further  to  explain  the  idea  of  co-ed 
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Dormitories,  and  how  some  city-states  had 
Attempted  to  construct  such  things,  and  foolishly 
Allowed  the  males  and  females  easy  access  to 
One  another.  And  as  Alostes  was  about  to  explain 
Further,  he  noticed  that  Boo  Hick  had  fallen 
Asleep  again,  and  McHammer  was  too  busy  dancing 
In  his  enormous  pants. 

Two  of  Sausages 
For  the  Board  were  hard-assed  ignoramuses  (15) 
Unwilling  to  listen  to  the  noble  dream  of  Alostes 
[Even  after  accepting  McHammer  the  bard 
As  a  sacrifice  to  their  brutal  deity,  and  giving 
the  table  scraps  to  an  adorable  terrier 
Pup,  named  Spaniel  (for  no  good  reason)]. 
They  brought  down  their  corporate  fist  (16)  on  the  table 
And  demanded  booze  and  dancing  girls  (17). 

Three  of  Sausages 
Then  noble  Alostes  rose  from  his  plush  chair 
(And  this  was  not  an  easy  task,  for  the  cushion 
Was  vastly  overstuffed,  and  the  girth  of  our  hero 
Was  more  than  notable),  and  the  members  of 
The  board  leaned  across  the  table,  to  listen. 
His  face  was  intense,  and  he  looked  at  his 
Sweaty  palms,  and  soon  broke  into  a  large  smile. 
'Two  roads/'  he  said,  "are  about  to  diverge."  (18) 

Six  of  Sausages 
And  the  members  of  the  mighty  Board  felt  foolish 
For  they  had  failed  Alostes'  coordination  test 
And  clapped  when  they  should  not. 
So  according  to  their  contract,  they  turned  over 
To  our  founder  huge  quantities  of  dough 
As  well  as  the  newly  killed  carcass  of  Spaniel, 
The  terrier,  wrapped  up,  "to  go"  (19) 
for  the  travelers  on  their  still  lengthy  journey. 

Seven  of  Sausages 
Now,  Alostes  had  attended  school  in  a  small  town, 
Called  Nackorteashium  (20),  within  an  institution 
Known  as  'The  Normal,"  from  which  many  a  ragged 
Student  had  run  at  top  speed,  yelling,  "Never  again!" 
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But  the  founder  had  seen  the  beauty  of 
This  strange  place,  and  he  loved  the  trees, 
The  hills,  the  low  property  values,  and  he  said 
"Here  shall  I  build  my  Scholarium  one  day." 

Eight  of  Sausages 
But  The  Normal  was  not  as  enthusiastic 
As  our  to-be  founder,  and  even  the  town 
Of  Nackorteashium  seemed  oblivious  to 
The  money  to  be  made  with  500  new  citizens 
Funded  by  parents.  They  scolded  Alostes  and  said, 
"Shame  be  on  your  face  (21).  Why  would  you 
Want  to  bring  all  those  bizarre  scholars 
To  our  quiet  little  campus  and  village?" 

Nine  of  Sausages  (22) 
The  voice  of  [Alostes  rang]  out  loud  and 
[He]  said,  "You  are  [all  a]  bunch  of  [?] 
[?]  never  felt  a  woman's  [?]  in  your  poor  [?] 
I'll  bet  you  [?]  even  imagine  the  [?] 
When  a  squirrel  and  [?][?]  the  eggplant 
Peel,  slowly  [?]  [?]  [?]  with  a  grease  pencil  [?] 
And  [?]  [?]  in  three-part  harmony?" 
And  Alostes  found  himself  ostracized  from  Nackorteashium. 

King  of  Sausages  (23) 
My  mother  is  a  fish. 

Ace  of  Aqueducts 
The  size  of  the  wooden  nutria  was  most 
Impressive.  It  spanned  the  height  of  fifteen 
Men  lain  toe  to  head  (I'm  not  talking 
About  basketball  players  or  anything,  but 
Maybe  twelve  good  size  slam-dunkers,  easy). 
Inside  was  a  combat-ready  army  of  mimes. 
It  rolled  up  to  the  door  of  the  Nackorteashium 
Gate,  and  Alostes  spoke  (voice  disguised),  saying: 

Two  of  Aqueducts 
"Hey!  I  don't  mean  to  make  a  lot 
Of  racket  or  anything,  but  its  not 
An  easy  task  to  deliver  cross-country 
A  nutria  of  such  magnitude  and  weight. 
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Could  somebody  please  come  out 

And  sign  for  this  thing?" 

A  particularly  foolish  guard 

Came  out  to  do  just  that,  and  also 

To  present  our  founder  with  a  two-dollar  tip! 

Five  of  Aqueducts 
For  lo,  the  town  of  Nackorteashium 
Had  been  laid  waste  by  the  particularly 
Bloodthirsty  commando  mime  hoard  (24). 
Into  the  chaos  stepped  our  founder  and  his  party 
Ready  to  bring  new  form  to  the  landscape, 
New  life  to  the  populace,and  new  and  exciting 
Alcoholic  beverages  to  the  nightclubs. 
Quoth  McHammer,  "I  have  a  painful  boil  on  my  elbow."  (25) 

Six  of  Aqueducts 
...gazpacho  soup...  (26) 

Nine  of  Aqueducts 
How  voluptuous  were  those  oriental  maidens. 
Their  breasts  were  full  and  rounded 
And  their  were  free  of  hair.  Alostes  pounced 
Upon  the  nearest  torso,  which  happened  to 
Belong  to  Martinez  the  caterer. 
The  fact  that  he  had  missed  his  original  target 
Did  not  seem  to  faze  our  founder  even  slightly, 
And  how  the  buttocks  did  rattle  that  night. 

Ten  of  Aqueducts 
The  next  day  was  a  new  dawn  at  The  Normal. 
The  sun  shone  with  the  brilliance  of  a  thousand 
Bald  heads,  and  the  pigeons  sang  as  though 
A  tune  could  save  them  from  being  slaughtered 
By  our  founder,  which  it  couldn't. 
Far  from  the  depths  of  Socrates  Hall 
Emerged  the  intrepid  party,  all  rueing  the  day 
They  had  brought  tiki  bowls  to  the  region. 

Queen  of  Aqueducts 
Despite  a  crashing  headache,  Alostes  rose 
And  greeted  the  dawn  with  a  roar  of  triumph 
That  a  wandering  bull  moose  apparently  mistook 
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For  a  mating  call.  For  within  a  trice 

Our  founder  was  licked  in  mortal  combat 

With  a  horny,  sweaty  Bullwinkle.(27) 

The  antlers  of  this  incautious  beast 

Now  hang  over  the  Iberius  'Grill  Works'  line. 

Five  of  Large  Green  Squishy  Things  (28) 
I  like  beer  and  I'm  not  queer 
But  you  gotta  be  queer  if  you  don't  like  beer 
Drink  it  at  parties,  drink  it  at  home 
Drink  it  in  a  can  or  a  holder  made  of  foam 
Some  drink  vodka,  some  drink  wine 
But  Mr.  Bud  Wiser  is  a  friend  of  mine 
Remember  I  like  beer  and  I'm  not  queer 
But  you  gotta  be  queer  if  you  don't  like  beer. 

Ace  of  Sheep 
So  it  was  on  that  fateful  day  that  Alostes 
Met  our  beloved  director  Ballangericus, 
And  the  founder  was  sore  impressed  at  his  ability 
To  choose  the  most  impressive  foreign  films(29) 
And  his  knack  for  words,  such  a  man, 
Thought  Alostes,  could  truly  conjure  a  brochure 
From  thin  air,  woven  with  such  threads  of  deceit 
That  Webstericus  himself  could  not  find  the  flaws. 

Two  of  Sheep 
And  what  a  brochure  it  was!  Not  only  did  it 
Contain  boldface  lies  of  truly  magnificent 
Caliber,  but  also  a  series  of  charts  and  graphs 
Truly  baffling,  for  no  two  people  would 
Read  then  the  same.  Ballangericus  showed 
His  masterwork  to  great  Alostes,  who  read 
With  great  interest  and  very  nearly  submitted 
An  application  for  this  prestigious  institution(30). 

Five  of  Sheep 
Then  it  was  time  to  prepare  food. 
The  Normal  was  already  equipped  with  a  cafeteria 
That  served  foul  item  from  across  The  River  Styx. 
The  servers  seemed  to  be 
Also  from  those  nether  regions,  for  they 
Spat  and  hissed  at  all  who  requested 
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Another  corn  dog.  Alostes  examined  the  facilities 
And  judged  them  to  be  hunky  dory(31). 

Six  of  Sheep 
For  great  indeed  was  the  appetite  of 
Our  founder,  and  he  instructed  the  staff 
Of  Iberius  Cafeteria  to  construct 
A  truly  phenomenal  buffet  line. 
The  paper-hatted  personnel  produced 
An  enormous  stuffed  boar,  and  handed  a  chainsaw 
To  Alostes,  who  cut  the  beast  from  tip  to  toe. 
Out  poured  not  boar  guts,  but  corn  dogs(32). 

Seven  of  Sheep 
Everyone  was  dumbfounded  and  thought  this 
Was  the  most  excellent  joke  they  had  ever  seen. 
McHammer  exclaimed,  "What  a  sophisticated  play 
On  appearance  and  reality!" 
Bootlick  cried,  "A  real  knee-slapper,  by  golly!" 
Alostes  made  no  comment,  for  his  mouth  was  full 
Trying  to  consume  all  the  corn  dogs  at  once. 
Everyone  agreed  it  was  an  awesome  party. 

Eight  of  Sheep 
After  allowing  sufficient  time  to  digest, 
Alostes  suggested  a  journey  to  the  Hall  of  Russolis  (33), 
A  building  held  in  legend  as  one  of  the  first 
Constructions  of  The  Normal,  in  full  view 
Of  the  three  ancient  stone  phalli. 
It  was  widely  believed  that  one  day 
A  very  large  man  would  start  an  excellent  school  there 
And  would  paint  the  interior  an  eye-soothing  (34). 

Ten  of  Sheep 
And  when  the  Hall  of  Russolis  had  been  claimed 
From  the  armies  of  Industrial  Tech  majors 
Ballangericus  was  seated  at  his  rightful  throne 
As  promised  in  the  great  orgy  at  Cloutieron  (35). 
And  even  Alostes  bowed,  very  briefly, 
And  asked  the  Director  to  make  his  first  decision. 
Ballangericus  straightened  up  in  his  throne  and  said, 
"This  place  needs  lots  of  comfy  and  attractive  chairs." 
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Queen  of  Sheep 
The  first  class  came  pounding  on  the  doors 
As  though  they  were  one  man  with  many  fists. 
"Let  us  in/'  they  clamored,  "for  we  have  waited 
All  our  lives  for  a  place  such  as  this, 
Where  teachers  might  treat  us  with  a  modicum 
Of  respect,  and  where  we  might  never  have  to  decide 
On  a  major!"  Ballangericus  flung  wide  the  portals 
And  said,  "I  dub  thee  the  Winthrops  of  '91!"  (36) 

King  of  Sheep 
So  I  finished  my  tale  and  the  freshmen 
Were  thoroughly  worn  out  with  excitement 
And  the  many  climaxes  they  had  experienced 
During  my  lengthy  oration.  My  classmates 
Backed  me  up  all  the  way,  and  the  fools 
Bought  the  whole  salami.  One  day  they  will 
Pass  the  story  on  as  though  it  were  real, 
And  maybe  even  erect  a  statue  of  McHammer  as 
Oh  no,  I've  run  out  of  cards  (37). 

Joker  1 

Eggs 

Butter 

Clean  Toga 

Caesar  Day  Presents 

Sandal  deodorant  pads 

Joker  2 
This  is  my  story  both  solemn  and  true 
Tear  it  to  pieces  and  mend  it  with  glue 

FOOTNOTES 

1  —  The  original  Latin  text  was  published  in  serial  form  with  commen- 
tary by  Dr.  Ashline  Woodfin  of  NYUF  (New  York  University,  Flatbush) 
in  the  May-September  1975  issues  of  Family  Circle  magazine. 

2  —  "Surely,  much  of  the  humor  of  this  piece  rests  on  the  utterly  ludi- 
crous idea  of  the  'Scholarium/  a  brilliant  bit  of  Alostean  invention."  — 
Dr.  Woodfin 

3  —  The  original  joke  was  written  by  Chaddikus  and  is  printed  in  the 
collection,  The  Worst  Food  Stories  of  the  Roman  Empire,  edited  by  Dr. 
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Heinrich  von  Trapp. 

4  —  Some  of  the  mystery  of  this  situation  is  removed  by  the  fact  that  the 
deck  was  326  miles  away  from  the  infamous  volcano  at  the  time  of  the 
eradication  of  Pompeii. 

5  —  It  was  a  very  primitive  deck. 

6  —  There  are  a  few  inconsistencies,  such  as  a  character  brutally  dismem- 
bered at  one  point  later  complaining  of  a  painful  boil  on  his  elbow.  It  is 
assumed  that  Alostes  was  attempting  surrealism  several  hundred  years 
before  its  time. 

7  —  "Ah,  how  I  am  vexed  by  last  evening's  revelry,  /  For  there  is  no 
doubt  that  half  the  Aqueducts  were  /  Missing,  and  I  heard  Alostes  say 
(before  the  /  Game  began)  that  a  Sausage  straight  would  certainly  be 
unfeasible."  —  Fultonium,  Alostes'  poker  buddy. 

8  —  A  puzzling  simile  at  best.  Everyone  knows  hyenas  don't  rant,  they 
guffaw. 

9  —  It  is  unsure  whether  Alostes  really  knew  the  great  Wayne  or  if  he 
was  just  name-dropping  to  impress  listeners. 

10  —  Much  has  been  written  about  the  enigmatic  Ballangericus,  who  has 
often  been  been  described  as  a  Roman  leprechaun. 

11  —  For  more  information,  refer  to  The  Protocols  of  Ancient  Roman 
Touching,  by  I.M.  Kidding. 

12  —  It  is  an  unusual  situation  for  an  author  of  this  time  to  represent 
himself  not  as  a  narrator,  but  as  a  legendary  hero  figure.  Alostes  is  either 
well  ahead  of  his  time  of  completely  off  his  rocker. 

13  —  Normanis  was  actually  known  for  goosing  total  strangers  in  the 
city  streets.  Alostes  is  making  an  obscure  funny. 

14  —  It  is  unknown  why  a  Scottish  character  appears  in  a  2nd  century 
manuscript.  The  name  probably  comes  from  "hammrus,"  which  literally 
mean  huge  pants. 

15  —  "goopiruptii"  —  literally,  a  particularly  smelly  variety  of  squash 
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that  is  difficult  to  harvest. 

16  —  An  actual  wooden  sculpture  of  a  fist  approx.  20  ft.  long,  suspended 
from  the  ceiling  on  pulleys. 

17  —  This  was  probably  the  next  item  on  the  agenda. 

18  —  Alostes  was  always  fascinated  by  highway  construction. 

19  —  One  of  the  little-known  advances  of  the  Roman  Empire  was  the 
development  of  travel-convenient  packaging. 

20  —  A  fictional  town.  The  name  comes  from  "nackus"  —  to  drink 
heavily,  and  "teasho"  —  a  fireworks  show. 

21  —  "Tu  culpio  est  nostradamus"  —  an  obscure  and  potent  insult 
meaning  that  one's  stupidity  had  been  predicted  centuries  before. 

22  —  This  card  was  apparently  cut  into  small  bits  and  used  as  confetti  for 
Fultonium's  birthday  party. 

23  —  This  was  all  that  was  found  on  this  card. 

24  —  This  episode  is  based  on  an  actual  historical  event,  when  the 
Mongol  mimes  rushed  the  North  border,  only  to  be  stopped  by  an 
invisible  wall. 

25  —  Maybe  Alostes  just  forgot  he  was  eaten  by  a  terrier. 

26  —  It  is  believed  that  this  card  was  used  as  kindling  in  the  great  fire  of 
Rome.  These  words  were  all  that  remained  of  the  charred  fragment. 

27  —  Actually  Mortnius,  a  popular  ancient  cartoon  character  with  the 
body  of  a  moose  and  the  brain  of  an  annoying  philosopher. 

28  —  It  is  suspected  that  this  is  a  card  mistakenly  shuffled  in  from 
someone  else's  deck.  Better  safe  than  sorry. 

29  —  Once  again,  Alostes  is  ahead  of  his  time,  as  it  was  still  1700  years 
before  the  invention  of  film. 

30  —  A  paper  written  by  an  attendee  of  the  original  reading  of  this  piece 
says  that  Alostes  flourished  this  half-finished  application  to  a  non- 
existent school. 
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31  —  "hunkus-dorius"  —  appropriate  for  pathetic  students  who  cannot 
afford  to  eat  at  the  Unionium. 

32  —  Once  again,  the  genius  of  Alostes  shows  through!  What  a  remark- 
able piece  of  original  imagery.    And  such  tasty  corn  dogs! 

33  —  From  "russolus"  —  a  fluffy  dessert  topping. 

34  —  This  is  a  brief  description  of  the  legend  of  Chartreus,  who  was  a 
demigod  who  had  a  particular  liking  for  blue  temples  and  stone  phalli. 

35  —  A  particularly  lust  and  explicit  episode  apparently  'lost  in  the 
shuffle"  and  never  recovered.  Damn. 

36  —  '91  refers  to  191  A.D. 

37  —  An  enigmatic  ending  statement  much  discussed  in  Lerner  and 
Loewe's  little  known  musical  version  of  Scholaricon. 
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The  Kiss/S tacey  Lynn  Billingsley 

It  was  the  kiss  he  yearned  for 

Joined  with  that  soft  peal 
of  mirthless  laughter. 
With  his  entire  being  he  fought. 

His  blood  was  in  revolt. 

The  passion  beat  in  his  soul. 

Yet  his  lips  would  not  bend  to  kiss  her. 

That  mortal  beauty,  once  so  enticing 
now  diminished  to  nothing 
but  vague  emotion. 
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Untitled/ William  Murphy 

not  the  stifled  passion  of  anachronistic  guilt  peddlers 
nor  the  numbing  carnality  of  the  hungry 

let  us  play  at  Lao  Tsu  or  Plato 

love,  reduced  and  raised 

touch 

simplest  and  highest 

sex 

two,  at  their  most  vulnerable 

beyond  words 
senses  enhanced 
all  restrictions  loosened 
garbled,  clear 
bonded,  free 
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Brush/John  Voorhees 

Death  passed  me  on  the  sidewalk. 
Nothing  special  (Everything,  rather) 
No  cloak,  no  scythe 

Covered  in  Caucasian  skin  (lightly  tan)  and  a 
Black  three-piece  suit  (No  wrinkles,  no  lint) 
I  knew  it  was  death  because... 
Well,  you  would  have  known. 
Something  in  the...  no,  those  were  fine 
And  metallic  blue 
A  bit  cold,  if  you  must  know,  but 
Nothing  you  wouldn't  find  in  the  average- 
Anyway,  it  was  without  a  doubt  a 
Bladeless  Reaper  (or  so  I  thought,  but  his  keychain...) 
He  (Looked  like  "he",  felt  like...)  was  coming  for 
No  one  in  particular  (or  not  me,  anyway) 
And  I  had  to  ask  the  big  things.  (He?) 
Smiled  (Perfect  Teeth)  And 
Said  (Perfect  Voice) 
Something  I  didn't  understand  at  all. 
But  it  had  to  do  with 
Parking. 
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The  Wildf lower  of  Belief/Ke//y  Kingrey 

"Jesus  loves  me, 
This  I  know" 

The  repetition  still  sounds  in  my  head  — 

Once  sweet  and  comforting, 

Now  mocking  and  frustrated; 

Frightening,  to  kill  the  one  pernicious 

weed  of  understanding 

Rooted  in  my  neatly  cultivated  head. 

Struggling  to  choke  the  gentle  lily, 

That  by  its  presence  proclaims  a  loving  God. 

And  by  its  survival  — 

A  creator  incapable  of  damnation, 

Hoping  to  pummel  its  fragile  crown 

Into  bitter  scornful  dust 

Because  it  alone  stands  without  thorns. 

"For  the  wages  of  sin  is  death" 

Yet,  through  the  Sunday  School  lesson 

Comes  a  question. 

Would  the  author  of  the  world 

Destroy  a  page  because 

Its  imagery  was  too  real? 
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untitled/L/z  Carter 

Your  heart  is  a  cold  glass  window  pane 
I  am  a  child 

blowing  a  warm  breath  upon  it 
I  write  my  name  with  a  fingertip 
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How  Do  You  Like  Your  Eggs? /John  Voorhees 

How  do  you  like  your  eggs? 

Perhaps  you  like  them  thrown  high  into  the  air, 

Caught  in  an  ancient  Spanish  goblet 

(Spinning  at  precisely  72  mph,  of  course), 

Sifted  through  an  all-natural  coffee  filter 

And  baked  in  the  Arizona  sun 

For  twenty-eight  and  a  half  hours? 

Or  would  you  prefer  them  ground  under  the  heel 

Of  a  passing  stand-up  comedian 

(No  foul-mouths,  please), 

Scraped  off  the  pavement, 

Poured  into  a  blue  Tupperware  saucer, 

Shaken  to  the  rhythm  of  Dude  Looks  Like  A  Lady 

(Antarctica  Dance  Mix  only), 

Then  subjected  to  high-level  gamma  radiation 

And  dyed  a  pleasant  fuchsia 

Served  with  a  sprig  of  bleached  crabgrass? 

Or  would  you  like  them  in  a  box? 

Or  would  you  like  them  with  a  fox? 

Or  will  sunny-side  up  do? 

"I  like  'em  just  fine." 
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Such  Temptation/ Randy  Price 

Atop  mine  pedestal  without  foundation 

I  reside  in  knowledge  at  the  primus  hour, 

Still  I  cannot  resolve  the  situation. 
From  the  corner  of  my  eye  you  notice  me — 

Or  could  my  verdict  simply  be  vanity? 
Tis  strange —  definition  of  your  position 

suggests  a  honeybee —  should  be  a  flower, 

and  I  the  hummingbird  to  sup  your  sweet  nectar. 

I  love  long  hair;  and  hers  is  of  blackest  silk. 

She  shifts  my  sensations  as  she  scales  the  stair. 

Shorts  long  enough  to  maintain  morality, 
yet  short  enough  to  emphasize 
the  sleek  contours  of  her  stride. 

The  tight,  white  fabric  sliding  vertically 

ventral, 

tempting  me  with  its  hidden,  forbidden  fruit. 

Forgive  me,  gentle  reader,  for  my  thoughts 

so  open  and  explicit. 
In  this  instance,  I  must  pledge  my  honesty 

with  my  purple  pen. 
And,  justly  so,  my  inscriptions  must  be   open,  explicit. 

Spontaneous  guilt  and  heaviness  of  heart 

erupt  at  my  betrayal  of  you — 

you  who  are  my  destiny  and  disinterest. 

Yet,  my  inner  thoughts  go  on  to  another. 

Inner  conflict  wages  war  within  me. 

The  victor  forcing  me  to  my  knees 

as  I  admit  my  hypocritical  creativity. 

I  wonder  if  I'll  ever  know  what  I  want; 
or  what  I'll  do  if  I  ever  find  her. 
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In  Honor  of  My  Grandmother//u/ie  Wingard 

My  uncle  Dave  asked  me  to  write  something  in  honor  of  my 
grandmother  on  her  ninetieth  birthday.  On  my  journey  home  to  the  party 
I  tried  to  compose  a  worthwhile  piece,  but  I  did  not  like  thinking  of  her  age. 

Every  time  I  come  home  from  college  she  looks  like  she  has  shrunk. 
Her  frame  is  still  large,  but  the  flesh  covering  her  bones  seems  to  be  leaving 
early.  She  was  already  old  and  not  so  strong  when  she  came  to  live  with  us 
twenty  years  ago.  She  came  with  underwear  that  looked  like  walking 
shorts,  undershirts  with  a  sacred  badge  attached,  furry  slippers  in  a  variety 
of  colors,  and  above  all  an  ancient  vision  of  the  world;  she  came  a  living 
anachronism. 

She  found  life  with  our  family  trying  at  times,  but  soon  learned  to 
excel  in  self-denial.  "You  have  to  understand/'  she  told  me  in  confidence. 
"I'm  the  outsider  here.  If  something  goes  wrong,  I'm  the  one  who  gets  the 
blame." 

Gram  maintains  an  intimate  and  vivid  relationship  with  God.  She 
has  no  doubt  that  the  Yahweh  who  wrestled  with  Jacob  and  asked  Abraham 
to  sacrifice  his  first-born  son  is  the  same  one  who  sent  her  to  live  with  our 
family.  She  uses  the  First  Book  of  Samuel  in  the  Old  Testament  as  a  basis  for 
her  relationship  with  me  and  my  siblings  —  where  God  reprimands  Eli  for 
not  restraining  the  sons  "who  made  themselves  vile."  He  tells  Samuel 
"therefore  I  have  sworn  unto  the  house  of  Eli  that  the  iniquity  of  Eli's  house 
shall  not  be  purged  with  sacrifice  nor  offering  forever..."  While  my  mom 
cleaned  the  house  and  ran  errands,  Gram  saw  herself  as  Eli  and  us  kids  as 
the  vile  sons.  So  whenever  Johnboy  kissed  his  girlfriend  on  The  Waltons, 
she  stood  in  front  of  the  television  to  block  our  view.  "I  won't  go  to  hell  for 
you,"  she  said  when  we  told  her  to  get  out  of  the  way.  When  she  caught  me 
lying,  she  scolded,  "Nixon  started  out  the  same  way,"  then  led  me  to  the 
laundry  chute  on  the  third  floor  and  pointed  out  hell.  "It's  right  down  there. 
You're  that  close." 

Gram  does  not  leave  our  home  except  when  we  move  to  another 
house,  but  she  is  on  intimate  terms  with  the  librarian  of  the  New  Orleans 
Public  Library,  the  food  editor  of  the  Times  Picayune,  the  disciplinarian  of 
our  high  school,  and  all  of  my  sisters'  boyfriends.  Shockingly,  she  does  not 
always  get  what  she  wants  in  spite  of  her  great  phone  voice.  Indeed,  the 
manager  of  Popeye's  refused  to  put  less  salt  on  the  chicken  just  because  the 
relatives  were  coming,  and  the  salesman  at  Werleins  music  store  hung  up 
on  her  while  she  hummed  a  tune  from  a  wine  commercial  in  order  to  find 
out  the  title  and  composer. 

But  as  she  always  says,  "I  don't  do  so  bad  for  myself  considering  my 
age."  Undoubtedly,  she  does  remarkably  well.  She  still  makes  sure  that  my 
mother  has  an  egg  salad  sandwich  in  hand  before  she  leaves  for  work  in  the 
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morning.  And  when  my  sister,  Amy,  insisted  a  poltergeist  was  playing  the 
violin  in  her  closet,  she  walked  around  the  bedroom  with  a  holy  water  bottle 
making  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  on  the  doors. 

Outsiders,  too,  depend  on  her  support.  When  a  member  of  the  clergy 
needs  financial  aid,  she  responds  without  hesitation.  In  her  room,  on  her 
dresser, nightstand, chest-of -drawers,  and  mantelpiece,  shedisplays  rosaries, 
sacred  heart  badges,  sculptures  of  saints,  greeting  cards,  light  bulbs,  and 
calendars  purchased  from  nuns,  priests,  missionaries,  Indians,  shut-ins, 
and  the  handicapped  from  all  over  the  world.  "The  poor  souls/'  she 
comments  as  she  makes  out  the  checks.  In  evidence  of  her  support,  she  owns 
a  most  extensive  collection  of  holy  cards  featuring  dead  priests. 

Her  resourcefulness  only  seems  to  increase  with  age.  When  the  door 
handles  squeak,  she  squirts  toothpaste  into  the  cracks;  she  sprays  the 
Shalimar  my  dad  bought  her  for  Christmas  on  her  toes  to  keep  away  the 
mosquitoes  at  night;  and,  to  rid  the  kitchen  of  fruit  flies,  she  wiped  the 
counters  and  chairs  with  her  own  formula  of  Clorox  and  vinegar.  When 
stray  cats  hand  outside  the  windows  on  the  burglar  bars,  she  just  sprinkles 
a  few  drops  of  holy  water  on  them  and  they're  gone.  Even  when  her  feet  are 
swollen,  she  never  asks  for  help  getting  dinner.  I  hear  her  singing  in  a 
volume  that  matches  her  large  spirit,  "Oh  What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus," 
or  "Someday  My  Prince  Will  Come,"  until  she  finishes  the  task  and  limps 
humbly  to  her  room. 

When  I  arrived  home  for  the  birthday  party,  one  of  my  uncles 
charged  past  with  my  grandmother's  butterfly  net  and  a  disgusted  look  on 
his  face.  I  found  my  grandmother  resting  in  her  bedroom. 

"What's  going  on?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  there  was  a  rat  at  Aunt  Stella's  foot  at  the  dinner  table.  Your 
Uncle  Dave  and  Uncle  Greg  are  taking  care  of  the  problem.  They've  caught 
a  mouse  but  no  rats,"  she  said,  looking  satisfied.  "How  was  the  party?"  I 
asked  her. 

"Oh,  it  was  grand,"  she  said,  pointing  at  all  her  gifts,  "but  I  feel  so 
unworthy." 

Later  that  night  I  heard  my  sister,  Emily,  going  to  her  room  to  bring 
her  a  whisky  sour  and  to  pray.  Since  Gram  is  too  old  to  kneel,  they  always 
sit  on  the  side  of  the  bed  facing  the  wall.  After  a  decade  of  the  Rosary,  they 
pray  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  the  faithfully  departed  in  general,  unless 
my  grandmother  has  dreamed  of  a  dead  relative.  In  that  case  she  figures  he 
or  she  is  in  Purgatory  and  needs  special  help.  Then  they  go  on  to  personal 
petitions. 

In  a  soft  voice,  Emily  said,  "Gram,  pray  that  I  do  well  on  my  algebra 
test  tomorrow." 

She  responded  "Make  Emily's  test  easy;  let  her  get  an  'A'." 
Emily  said,  "Pray  that  my  cat  gets  better." 
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And  Gram  said,  "Please  heal  the  cat,  we  cannot  afford  the  expense 
of  a  veterinarian/' 

Head  still  bowed,  Emily  continued,  "Pray  that  Jim  likes  me  and  asks 
me  to  the  dance." 

My  grandmother  hesitated,  "Let  Emily  develop  sense  and  overcome 
any  foolishness." 

"Hey!"  my  sister  whined,  but  Gram  had  already  made  the  Sign  of  the 
Cross  and  was  heading  toward  the  nightstand  for  the  glass  of  whiskey. 
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Utopia  means  no  place/ VJi lliam  Murphy 

i  am  a  child 

with  a  child's 

longings 

for  perfection 

denied  bliss  (childish) 

destroyer,  iconoclast,  brooding  simmering 

passive-aggressive  way 

spent 

around  the  corner,  under  the  bed 
shimmers,  beckons 
builder,  wholeness,  unity 
acceptance  of  the  no-place 
i  am  yet  a  child 
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Legacy/ Christopher  Stone 

Father  and  son  — 
Man  of  the  past, 
Child  of  tomorrow. 
Power  apparent  — 
Flames  of  doubt, 
Forever  raging. 

Son,  watch  it  burn. 
Watch  it  in  the  name  of 
What  is  good, 
In  the  name  of 
What  is  just, 
In  the  name  of 
What  is  holy. 
Feel  the  power. 
Feel  the  fear. 
Nothing  else  is  needed. 
Hate  is  enough. 

Burn  whore  burn, 
Root  of  man's  demise. 
Burn  nigger  burn, 
Son  of  Cain. 
Burn  faggot  burn, 
Spawn  of  Satan. 
Burn  Jew  burn, 
All  who  deny  Christ. 

Son  remember  the  power. 

No  one  must  forget. 

Guardians  of  the  flame, 

Warriors  in  white, 

Masters  of  the  weak  and  ignorant, 

The  fire  must  burn  eternally. 

And  it  will. 
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The  Lover  Hidden/Rickey  Woodward 

Like  the  thorn 

Touching  so  softly 

Tearing  so  deeply 

Skin  to  skin 

The  edge 

Sharp  and  delicate 

The  fearful  heart 

Your  wounds,  love  to  me 

A  silent  storm  of  agony 

Through  satin  forced 

With  trembling  touch 

The  silence  made 

And  broken 

In  a  gasp 

With  widened  eyes 

The  sorrow  watched 

From  secret  places  drawn 

And  returned  once  again 

Hidden  in  whispers 

From  shadows  spoken 

The  darkest  dreams 

Now  brought  to  light 

Among  the  chosen  few 

Upon  whose  back  this  burden  falls 

Like  some  sweet  chain 

Or  leather  strap 

Both  feared  and  loved 

In  noiseless  curtained  lust  contained 

With  pounding  heart  in  silent  night 

And  covered  face  in  light  of  day 

For  it  is  in  darkness  they 

With  frightened  rabbit  eyes, 

do  best  reveal  themselves 

Hand  in  hand 

Lips  to  lips 

The  open  cut  displayed 
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Of  an  evening  in  July/Mark  R.  Stephens 

I  had  distance,  and  my  mind 

was  cluttered  up  with  ideas  that  stay 

and  vanish,  but  never  go  away 

to  ponder  and  seek  and  forget  to  find. 

Past  searching  future  left  behind. 

Summer  stumbles  on  and  clouds  May 

with  dreary  silence  and  lengthening  day 

That  weakens  my  eye  with  darkness  unkind. 

Not  far,  but  here  I  awake  to  see  all 
Sequence;  purpose;  time  very  clear. 
Hands  pass  digits  near  erecting  wall 
What  can  be  done  with  failure  so  near? 
The  embracing  tenebrity  is  truly  sound 
Just  take  a  moment  and  look  around. 
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One-Night  Stand/ Charlene  Edwards 

Last  night, 

I  lay  down  with  a  dream 

Melted  into  a  scream 

Crying,  tears  came  down  clean  — 

Mixing  into  rain. 
I  saw  you  standing 
On  the  sidewalk. 

A  final  sheet  of  water 

Covered  the  windowshield. 
That  dream  faded 
Melted  away. 
I  drove  away. 
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a  poem  for  the  latter  half  of 
the  dttsiWilliam  Murphy 

i  want  to  live  a  rock  n'  roll  life 

intensity,  euphoria,  fury 

no  car  break  downs,  or  electric  bills... 

freedom,  total  sexual  indulgence,  booze 

no  laundry,  or  walking  the  dogs... 

drugs  without  the  fear  of  being  busted 

no  speed  limits,  or  even  cops... 

exotic  places,  a  hip  car 

no  gray  hair,  or  death... 

and  a  glorious  romantic  suicide 

maybe  i  still  could,  but 

i'm  starting  to  like  VH-1 
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The  Infinitesimal  Aspect  of  a  Jellybean  in  Your  Pocket  in  Relation  to 
the  Universe/Me/zrtda  Emanuel 

I  put  my  hand 
in  the  pocket  of  an  old  coat 
I  hadn't  worn  in  months 
And  I  found  a  jellybean. 
It  was  yellow  like  the  sun 
A  star  in  my  pocket 
with  a  galaxy  of  lint 
Is  it  cold  there  too? 
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I  Saw  Beauty  In  Her  Tears/Mar/:  R.  Stephens 

Her  beauty  is  often  unseen. 

Hidden  behind  a  granite  front 

to  protect 

and  forget  the  child  within 

Shielded  by  the  words 

that  fly  from  her  mouth 

with  calculated  wit; 

harsh  and  constant 

She  is  always  there, 

but  never  very  close 

Distancing  the  child 

To  protect  the  adult 

I  see  the  kindness 

in  the  piercing  phrases 

sharpened  by  time 

Life  has  taken  from  her 

many  treasures 

and  left  only  good  memories, 

and  yet  she  is  still  strong 

in  every  facet  I  see, 

Never  lowering  the  guard 

or  questioning  herself. 
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She  was  so  constant  until  she  cried. 

She  cried  with  passion,  conviction, 

purpose,  sincerity, 
seen  by  only  a  few. 
I  saw  the  beauty  in  her  tears 
as  they  shimmered  down  her  cheeks. 
Feeling  I  had  never  seen 
filled  with  compassion  and  concern. 
The  darkness  came  and 
I  saw  the  beauty  in  her  tears 

weeping  as  a  child 

with  no  fear 

of  those  who  watched. 

"Cry,  child,  cry." 

I  saw  your  beauty  in  you  tears 
and  my  feelings  for  you 
are  forever  changed. 
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The  Melon  Patch/Wayra  Self 

Rosa  was  up  early  every  day  tending  the  melons.  Nieces  and 
nephews  would  drive  by  and  stare,  watching  the  woman  hoe,  bowlegged, 
stooped,  and  fat,  her  dark  blue  bonnet  untied  on  her  head.  She'd  work  all 
morning  with  slow  and  patient  care,  then  retreat  into  her  ivy-covered  house 
to  hide  from  the  heat  of  the  day  and  watch  her  soap  operas. 

This  was  her  first  year  raising  watermelons.  Edgar  didn't  like  the 
idea  of  taking  up  so  many  space  for  things  like  that.  But  Edgar  was  dead. 
The  Army  sent  her  a  pension,  and  you  could  buy  black-eyed  peas  by  the 
pound  real  cheap.  So  when  the  thaw  came  Rosa  filled  her  apron  pockets 
with  watermelon  seeds  and  strolled  out  into  the  morning  sun.  Red-faced 
and  squinting,  she  dug  twenty  little  holes  all  in  a  row  and  placed  several 
seeds  in  each,  hoping  Edgar  would  understand. 

It  rained  in  May;  good  rain  for  melons.  The  long,  light,  week-long 
showers  soaked  the  ground  evenly.  Rosa  sat  by  her  living  room  window 
with  a  big  coffee  mug  of  whiskey.  She  watched  the  two  freckly  boys  from 
down  the  road  splash  in  the  ditch. 

The  evening  brought  a  break  in  the  rain.  She  slid  her  feet  into  Edgar's 
old  yellow  rubbers  and  went  to  the  garden.  She  picked  out  the  biggest, 
brought  it  inside,  and  set  it  on  the  counter.  She  got  the  big  butcher  knife  from 
under  her  pillow  and  sliced  it  in  half,  but  it  was  still  green. 

There  were  footsteps  in  the  melon  patch;  two  sets  of  little  freckled- 
boy  footprints.  Rosa  stood  at  the  table  behind  her  house,  flushed  and  giddy 
from  the  fumes.  She  painted  the  letters  big  and  black  on  an  old  piece  of  tin 
and  underlined  KEEP  and  then  OUT.  She  nailed  the  sign  to  a  stake  and 
pushed  it  down  into  the  soil  in  the  middle  of  the  melon  patch. 

That  night  Rosa  sat  on  the  toilet  and  talked  to  Edgar  between  sips  of 
whiskey.  Edgar  was  angry  about  the  melons  and  Rosa  tried  to  explain  but 
he  wouldn't  listen.  Rosa  called  him  stubborn  and  told  him  to  go  to  hell,  but 
Edgar  said  it  was  too  late. 

Rosa  heard  laughter  from  outside.  She  parted  the  curtain  and 
peered  between  leaves  of  ivy.  The  boys  were  eating  and  throwing  rinds  at 
each  other  and  spitting  seeds  at  her  side.  Rosa  donned  Edgar's  old  army 
helmet  and  went  to  bed. 

The  next  morning  Rosa  was  up  before  daylight  with  her  butcher 
knife  in  hand.  She  searched  the  melon  patch  until  she  found  the  biggest, 
ripest,  handsomest  watermelon.  She  made  the  hole  small  and  neat. 

Two  freckle-faced  boys  sat  by  a  creek  in  the  woods,  their  hands  and 
faces  sticky  and  red. 
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"We  should  go  home  now.  I  don't  feel  so  good." 

"That  melon  looked  good,  but  it  tasted  funny.  Maybe  it  was  rotten." 

"We  should  go  now." 

"I  don't  think  I  can  walk.  Can  you?" 

"We  should  go.  I'm  gonna  be  sick." 

The  creek  flowed  fast  and  made  little  red  swirls  with  the  vomit. 

Rosa  threw  the  empty  whiskey  bottle  in  the  wastebasket  and  took  a 
bite  of  watermelon.  She  made  a  red-toothed  grin  and  wiped  the  juice  from 
her  chin. 
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Generation  Lapse/ Pete  Radicello 

I  remember  because  I  wasn't  there. 

Two  fallen  brothers. 

A  murdered  King  and 

one  mass-murderer  that  heard  the  music. 

A  severed  generation,  some  lost  overseas. 
The  others  personifying  the  Transcendental 

Age. 
Camelot  became  Disneyland  and 
a  President  began  to  tape. 

Yippies  have  become  Yuppies 
almost  in  spite  of  themselves. 
What  was  once  revolution 
has  become  nostalgia. 

The  memories  that  serve  are  not  faded, 

not  embellished  with  age. 

I  wasn't  there,  so 

I  can't  fathom  the  healing  power  of  time. 
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Sunday  Auction/Thomas  Zimmerman 

Heavy  man 

Deep  voice 

Sweating  at  the  brow 

And  under  the  lip 

Standing  at  the  microphone 

Screaming 

Peace,  Love,  and  Mercy 

Going  once,  going  twice... 

Sold!  to  the  woman  in  white 

Then  tells  her  how 

She  just  bought  enough  Jesus 

To  make  it  to  Wednesday  night 
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Vampire  Women/ Rickey  Woodward 

When  the  first  fiery  angel  fell 

And  shattered 

Against  the  cold  earth 

Your  beginning 

Like  some  black  trumpet  blown 

Across  the  frozen  spirit 

Caged  for  eon  upon  eon 

In  darkness 

Waiting 

Lapping  at  the  broken  parts 

With  Stygian  howl 

Or  silent  wing 

Across  the  Moon 

Set  free 

Grave  dirt  smearing  white  funeral  shrouds 

The  contrast  of  life 

And  something  similar 

On  a  flannel  medium 

Soft  red  lips  beckoning 

Whispers  of  lust 

And  hunger 

Imprisoners  of  souls  in  dark  dreams 

Eternal  nightmares 

Unsleep 

Waiting  for  night's  soft  veil 

When  blood  is  calm 

And  rich 

Burning 

Forever  damned 

Forever  a  child  of  darkness 

From  that  first  garden  thrown 

The  hunger  remains 

The  feeding 

Damnation  to  the  heart 

Wounded 

Mortal  blow 

With  stake  and  hammer  wrought 

In  silent  places 
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The  Prom  Queen/Thomas  Zimmerman 

Prom  Queen 

Praised  as  beauty  is  praised 
Through  young  men's  eyes 
She  sees  herself 

Pretty  Prom  Queen 
Freshly  Crowned 
Travels  (as  usual) 
Only  halfway  home 
Then  stops 
To  find  her  King 
Didn't  stop  halfway 
With  her 

Pretty  Pretty  Prom  Queen 

Wakes  up  alone 

In  her  big  royal  bed 

And  sits  and  stares 

All  day 

At  her  pink  petunias 

Wilting 

From  too  much  growth 

Too  soon 
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The  Mist  at  Inverness/ 'Madelyn  Boudreaux 

the  mist  rises  at  Inverness 

like  hands  reaching  out  for  me, 

you  see  them  well, 

they  are  the  hands  of  the  damned 

beneath  the  sea  they  spend  eternal  death, 

the  eternal  drowning. 

the  fingers  move  against  my  skin 

when  I  bend  to  look 

beneath  the  grey  water 

I  do  not  see  their  faces, 

only  my  own,  peering  like  madness  itself 

over  the  edge 

the  fingers  never  grasp, 

they  fall  short  of  strength. 

you  and  I  are  damned 

to  always  reach  out 

like  the  hands  at  Inverness, 

never  the  strength  to  hold, 

only  to  touch  and  hide  our  faces. 
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Zebu  Ion  Cryptic/Randy  Price 

Walking  along  the  rainbow-hued  roads  of  Zebulon,  I  ponder  my 
placement  on  this  pandemic  planet.  My  racing  mind  grasps  upon  theories 
of  universal  longevity. 

Exuberance  in  writing  and  writing  in  exuberance  are  contrasting. 
Why  would  one  wish  to  mimic  his  brother  or  sister?  Why  would  one  want 
to  conceal  his  own  individuality?  Why  do  the  Terrestrials  try  to  live  life  by 
destroying  life  —  why  do  they  activate  their  own  annihilation?  These 
creatures  neither  realize  their  own  importance  nor  that  of  the  world  they 
inhabit.  A  man  is  not  alone  within  himself  —  Life  has  formed  a  bond  with 
every  creature;  thus,  the  loss  of  one  is  a  loss  to  the  others.  These  queries  I  do 
not  understand  and  could  not  hope  to;  for  Man  is  entering  a  state  of  Chaos 
which  has  but  one  end  —  his  own. 

Walking  along  the  rainbow-hued  roads  of  Zebulon,  I  ponder  my 
placement  on  this  pandemic  planet. 
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Cigarette-Stained  Kiss/Cynthia  Lorack 

A  cigarette-stained  kiss: 

wonderful, 

soft,  sweet 

kiss 

tainted  by  the 

smoke  lingering 

about  you. 

Lovely  man  — 

Darling  man — 

(tainted  man) 

Beauty,  happiness, 

W> 
disappear  as 

an  unknown  force 

destroys  them  all  — 
tears  all  the 
goodness  in 
my  life  out. 

And  your  cigarette- 
stained  kiss 

reminds  me  that  all 
the  wonderful  things 

can  be  transformed 
into  ashes. 
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to  man  falling  from  imagined  state  of  grace/Lwria  Greaves 

don't  try  to  steal  my  body 

which  isn't  mine  to  give 

or  yours  to  take 

don't  pull  my  hair 

and  push  my  belly, 

mark  my  neck  with  teeth 

too  sharp,  too  fierce 

that  pierce  the  flesh 

don't  try  to  force  me 

into  your  image,  I  am  only  me 

and  can  only  be  me 

I  will  not  nourish  your  dying 

and  worship  your  dead. 

about  which  kills  me,  I  know  little 

you  are  that  which  kills, 

I  am  the  life-bringer 

but  I  will  not  carry  your  young 

until  you  cease  to  destroy  it 
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Illness  Without  Metaphor//u/te  Wingard 

The  youngest  child  and  the  dog  were  both  missing  hair.  The  dog  had 
such  bad  fleas  that  he  had  scratched  all  the  hair  off  his  back  end,  including 
the  tail.  The  child,  Claire,  had  no  hair  on  top.  Her  chemotherapy  had  caused 
it  all  to  fall  out.  She  did  actually  have  some  long  fuzz  which  she  clipped  back 
with  a  barrette,  but  for  all  practical  purposes,  she  was  bald.  Claire  sat  at  the 
dining  room  table  and  the  dog  under  it,  awaiting  with  equal  impatience  the 
birthday  party.  The  dog's  tail  went  thump,  thump  on  the  floor  while 
Claire's  IV  machine  to  which  she  was  attached  beeped  quietly  and  me- 
chanically and  flashed  a  little  red  light. 

"Are  you  unplugged?"  Mrs.  Vassallo  asked  her  daughter. 

"Yeah." 

"Well  plug  yourself  back  in  over  in  that  socket.  Don't  waste  the 
battery.  It's  hurricane  season,  you  know."  Mrs.  Vassallo  left  the  room  to  call 
the  rest  of  the  family  to  dinner. 

She  returned  a  few  minutes  later  with  a  clear  sack  that  resembled  a 
cow's  udder  tucked  under  her  arm.  "It  was  in  the  refrigerator;  I'll  let  i  t  warm 
up  before  the  other  hydration  bag  runs  out,"  she  told  Claire. 

The  dining  room  door  swung  open  and  Mr.  Vassallo  and  Anna,  the 
oldest  daughter  appeared.  Behind  them  was  Mrs.  Vassallo's  mother.  Today 
was  her  birthday,  her  eighty  seventh  one.  They  all  sat  down  at  the  table 
except  for  Claire  who  was  now  plugged  into  an  outlet  and  had  to  sit  in  the 
chair  in  the  corner. 

"I'm  happy  we  could  all  be  here  together  tonight,"  Mr.  Vassallo  said 
as  he  served  himself.  A  strange  snorting  sound  came  from  under  the  table. 
The  dog  was  chewing  on  his  skin.  The  grandmother  lifted  the  edge  of  the 
table  cloth  and  looked  under. 

"Will  someone  kick  the  dog?"  Mrs.  Vassallo  asked.  Anna  kicked  the 
dog  until  he  fell  over  onto  the  grandmother's  feet.  She  dipped  her  hands 
into  the  glass  of  water  and  sprinkled  it  until  he  moved.  Mrs.  Vassallo 
glanced  over  at  Claire  who  was  slumped  against  the  wall  in  the  corner.  "Are 
you  feeling  o.k.?"  she  asked. 

"Yeah,  but  a  little  sick." 

"Anna  get  your  sister  her  emesis  basin  from  her  bedroom,"  the 
mother  said. 

Claire  acknowledged  her  gratitude  at  Anna's  quick  return  by  spit- 
ting into  the  funny-shaped  yellow  bowl  before  Anna  even  had  a  chance  to 
hand  it  to  her.  The  older  sister  quickly  backed  away  and  returned  to  her  seat 
at  the  table.  "She's  making  me  sick,"  she  muttered. 

"For  goodness  sake,  she's  simply  spitting!  She  hasn't  had  anything 
to  eat  in  five  days."  Mrs.  Vassallo  hated  her  daughter's  hypersensitive 
nature. 
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"On  your  grandmother's  birthday,  it's  important  that  the  entire 
family  be  together/'  Mr.  Vassallo  explained  in  a  more  patient  tone. 

The  grandmother  sounded  a  weak  sigh.  Mrs.  Vassallo  remembered 
her.  "Mother,  we  must  have  a  birthday  photograph.  Go  get  your  camera, 
honey,"  she  told  her  husband. 

"My  mother  died  at  my  age,"  the  grandmother  informed  the  family 
while  they  were  waiting  for  Mr.  Vassallo.  She  pointed  to  a  picture  was  made 
of  her  sitting  in  that  rocker,  she  was  dead." 

Mr.  Vassallo  returned  with  the  camera.  "Ready?"  he  asked. 

"Wait  a  minute"  she  said  and  got  off  the  dining  room  chair  and 
headed  for  the  living  room.  She  sat  down  in  a  rocking  chair  by  the  window. 
"Ready,"  she  told  him  and  smiled  at  the  camera. 
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Neio/ Madelyn  Boudreaux 

You  are 

the  Great  American  Hero 
zero 
marching  in  rows 
rows 

rows  of  green 
through  the  living-rooms  of  America 
down  golden  paths 

to  retirement  homes 
(where  victims  of  your  lies 
hobble  on  bent  limbs 
— still  they  chant  your  litanies 
like  Truth.) 
You  open  wide  your  arms 
to  beautiful  boys 
you  take  them  in  the  night 
and  mold  their  soft  limbs 
into  your  own  image. 
The  great  American  Nero 
you  played  your  fiddle 
while  your  hired  killer-kids  burned 
— see  your  empire  in  flames 
you  in  khaki-green 
the  great  american  zero 
hero. 
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Contributors'  Notes 

Stacey  Billingsley  attends  Louisiana  Scholars'  College. 
Madelyn  Boudreaux  thinks  that  she  has  definitely  lost      her  mind. 
Liz  Carter  is  a  senior  at  LSC  concentrating  on  Sciences. 
Ricky  Darbonne  whatever  else  he  is,  is  definitely  not        retro! 
Charlene  Edwards  is  a  sophomore  at  LSC. 
Melinda  Emanuel  can't  believe  that  poem  placed! 
Lucia  Greaves  says,  "I  hide  behind  dark,  dark  windows  so  no  one  will 
ever  know. ..I'm  what  they  call  a  bottle-blonde!  hee  hee!  " 
Daniela  Halliburton  thinks  words  are  an  important  part  of  lan- 

guage, and  that  we  should  choose  them  with  care. 
David  Herrell  is  amazingly  cool.  He  was  once     overheard  to  say,  "I 
love  the  way  chemists  can  color  co-ordinate  so  many  wacky  molecules." 
Maria  E.  Jones  is  from  New  Orleans,  has  worked  with    deaf  and 
multi-handicapped  children,  and  is  now  a  Journalism  major  at 

NSU. 

Kelly  Kingrey  had  nothing  to  say  for  herself. 

Cynthia  Locack  :  I'm  a  thinker,  a  dreamer,  a  hopeless       romantic,  and  a 
child  playing  in  adult  costumes  and        roles.  But  who  isn't? 
William  Murphy  when  asked  about  himself,  replied,       "Unga-Bunga." 
Ryan  Paul  has  no  vice,  therefore  he  is  square. 
Randy  Price  says,  "Just  call  me  Ed." 
Mark  Ponatozvski  is  a  man  of  long  hair  and  few  words. 
Sara  Puryear  likes  dragons. 

Pete  Radicello  is  single.  He  likes  music  and  baseball. 
John  Rigler  is  now  totally  domesticated. 
Wayne  Self  was  denied  anomnity. 

Corrine  Sober  is  a  wife,  mother,  and  grandmother.  She  likes  to  read 
and  write,  and  stays  busy  with  school,     family  and  church. 
Mark  R.  Stephens    is  a  red-head  senior  who  is  tired  of     LSC  and  ready 
to  go  to  Law  School. 

Christopher  Stone  is  a  really  quiet  moral  reprobate  who  hangs  out 

at  the  bus  station. 

Rene'  Van  Slate  was  once  a  mermaid. 

John  Voorhees  writes  songs,  works  at  KNWD,  and  feels  ill  at  ease  with 
his  identity. 

Julie  Wingard  said  "NO"  very  loudly  when  asked  to       enter  her  fiction 
in  the  contest. 

Rickey  Woodward  is  an  Egyptologist,  and  an  anthropology  major 

and  makes  Native  American  jewelry. 
Thomas  Zimmerman  is  just  trying  to  be  himself. 


77 


&& 


0* 


qcW 


NORTHWESTERN  STATE 

UNIVERSITY 


